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Tux AUTHOR regrets 115 an incon- 
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which he 1s here enabled to give to the 
Public, afford any gratification in the 
reading, it is derived from the kindneſs 
of Mx. Harris, (Proprietor of the 
Theatre-Royal, Covent-Garden) in per- 
mitting the Aur HO to Print them; the 
Copy Right of moſt of them, he alſo 
having purchaſed, 1 

* Had they bean ſold to a Bookſeller, and, conſequently 
then Publiſhed, the Auruos would, by the laws reipeting 


literary property, have had a right to 2 them at the ex- 
piration of fourteen years, a term now long elapſed. 
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To that Gentleman, for this en in- 


ſtance of generoſity, as well as for many 
other acts of friendſhip, the AurHñOIA, 


thus Publickly returns his moſt ſincere 
and n thanks.” 


Teddington, Middleſex, 
Fiune, 1798. 
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PROLOGUE, 


WRITTEN BY jon TAYLOR, 1 
AND SPOKEN BY MR. MIDDLETON. 


"TIS ſtrange that authors, who ſo rarely ned 
Their pray'rs can move an audfence to e. 
Still ſend, with piteous tone and look forlorn, 

The Prologue forth to deprecate your ſcorn; 
Such doleful heralds, which would fain n 
The timid ſtruggles of a modeſt. feat 88 TY 
The ſurly Critic views with jealous a - 
As the dull preſage e 4g; "RAR a 7 
In vain; the dtead hoſtility to calm 9D 
Elen potent Flatt'ry e ee b o | 
Pity's a crime his lofty ſoul diſdains 221 1 
An his pride feaſts upon the poet's pain. 
Vet now no exitie rancour need we fear, 
For lib'ral candout holds her empire here, 
Candour; whb ſebrns for little faults to pr 
But looks on merits with a partial eye. 

And fure à bard whoſe.muſe ſo oft has ſo ung 
The happy pow” r to kindle mirth around. 
Though, in her ſpottive mood, averſe to trace, 

TheTrigit forms ef , Thur, And Plat; | | 
' While ga?ronx objects animate her view, 

May fill her gay luxuriant courfe purſue; 

For, mid her whims, the ſtill has fhewn' She | 
To preſs the uss u,ỹ MORAL on the heart; 

With juſt contempt the worthleſs to diſcard, 

And deal to VIx Tus its deſery'd reward. 

So aim'd the bard * (if haply we may dare, 

Our humble ſcenes with nobleſt ſtrains compare} | 
The bard whoſe fayour'd muſe could joy afford, 
That eas'd the cares of Rome's Imperial Lord, 
Who in her ſatire frolickſome and wild, 

Gave vice the deepeſt wounds when moſt ſhe bara 
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Lord Forrendel, . . . .. Mr. BEXNARD- 


* = 


Arthur D' Aumerle, „eee eee Mr. Lr WIS. a * , 8 


Sir Hans Burgeſs, . ... . . ., Mr. MUNDEN. ; 
Dickins, — 2 . Mr. Qv ICK. N 
George Burgeſs, . . . Mr, FAWCETT: 
Timolin, ...... . . Mr. JOHNSTONE, 
L'Cillet, . . . . eee. Mr. FARLEY. 
Robin Hoofs, . eee eee eee Mr. TOWNSHEND. 


| Robinſon, 0000470006600 000005 0002000000089 Mr. ABBOT. | 


Thomas, . . . .. Mr. SIMMONDS. 


5 Coachman, S Mr. THOMSON. 


John, 4660 60 6660 bee 0 08606 0 Mr. LepcrR. 


Lady Torrendel, . . . ., Mrs. POPE. 
Auguſta, . . .. ...... . Miſs WALLIS. 
Fanny, .....-...-<<o0oo05000025000:0400466: Mrs. LIE. 
Miſs Clare, .. . . . . . .... .. ... . MS STUART. 
Landlady, e irs. PLANT: 
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ScENE l. 
4 Parlour it Dicems's Breakfaff laid. 
Enter Sts Hans Burcsss, and Rosin Hook. | 
S Sin Hans. 


Iii truſt nothing to the errand cart, you muſt 
bring up my own waggon; cuts fſuch'a, figure! 
a Gentleman's fine team ringing thro' a country | 
WWh.. © nb hn E | 3 

Robin. Why it does make folks ſtare. 

Sir H. There's the Duke's cart, Lord Mar- 
quiſs's cart, and why not his Worſhip's cart? 
and on it written in capitals, / “Sir Hans Bur- 


gels | Samphire Hall.“ A ride of ſeven miles, 


after breakfaſting at eight as I have, is a kind gf 
Whet ; but to find Major Talbot there dver. his 


br eakfaſt at eleven! Shameful! Eb, why: here's 


* 
8 0 7 ' 


; 


| - 


little Shopkeeper - f 
rounds, according to the N of faſhion, may 


of faſhion; an inſignific 
himſelf up for a greyhoung- . 


Enter W in 4 write ky an We wig i chad 
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r * "25502 8 e . Nee 
another Breakfal 3 at his wats } twelve 35 
Scandalous! - 


Robin. Now 


Sir H. Aye, bis dint hour is two; ; you call 
and tell him, P'll wait on him. [ Exit Dn 
I breakfaſt at. eight, Major. Talbot at; eleven; this 
at twelve, why a man in his 


ſwallow four or five s in a morning. 
Ah, Dickins is quite ſpoilt by a Lord's taking 
notice of him —aping all a impertinence 

cur een ſetting 


A 
* >< 4&4 4 * ner kaluis fils. ©. . A 4 


Dit. When one ſups at the, Caſt E's | p 
# 2755 * 


next morning Olen, not 2 


Sir H. The Caſtle: up with Lord V count 
Torrendel. 

Dick. His Lordſhip hs * me burger 
hft night, toaſting ſuch bundles of his fitte 
pon my ſoul I and Torrendel knock'd the 
te about rarely. . 
dinner when I hob nob'd him; A 
Dickins, are you in earneſt? pon my ſoul, faid [ 
dear Torrendel I am, that's poz. Pm uſed 
to good old black port, and his Lordſhip's pink 
Burgundy has given me an immenſe head -ach. 


No- getting from A he's fuch go6d "company. 


ſays he, my dear 


* . 


you rhenttivn! that Si. db foiget, 
that Squire Miller invites you to dine with him to + 
Jett 


Haun? 
d K Then rm not even 0 be alked to fit 
don? = Nel 


; Dick. Sir Hans Burgeſs! Oh, how do ye 4 
Sir H. 


* 


*+ 2% 


th i Cub 7 1 1 N 
1 f F = 89 0 15 DAY into 0 

Th "weigh out the ſugar #9 bse r N * 
vant, Lobin Hoots. | 

Diat. (rug) Sir, if you don't puer how. to 
. as a parlour viſitor to me, as 2 cuſtomer, 
walk into my ſhop, and Wait there till you are 
 ferv'd. ,, Here John, take this 1 2 
Weigh tobacco! as you. are #929 dir | 
geſs, I may yet be Sir Anthony Dickins; 3 1 may 
be knighted for bringing up an addreſs, 
made your money by A contract of hats, and an't 
I making mine by 
Sir H. Your country merchant ſhop of all ſorts. 
be Tue Ny. banking-houſe, ies, receiver - 

orſh IDS— | 

9 K Th And 5 Now I have laid out 
my money in buying a ſcope of land, and. my 
grand hobby 1 is to turn it into a faſhionable; ſea- 
bathing place. I have Inch, liberal mn, ta ac- 
commodate the publick, 1 Alte rſt. th here a 
beautiful houſe -- 

Dick. For yourſelf, As my 2 fays, to ſerve. 
a, man's ſelf; has been long the wed of. db 
things for the public good. 

Sir H. J raiſed as Pity an hotel aud the neat 
row of lodging-hou 8 1 

Dick, But to give it a name, 20 get a 
few.of us people of faſhion down to it. Suppoſe 
I ſay to his Lordſhip, pon my ſoul 1 ondel, 
now you ſhould take a houſe from my friend, Sir 
Hans, he's a good, honeſt, ſtupid ſort! of a a owl 

| Why 


— then, 950 my Lord, nay my dent Dickens, 
you are too ſevere. Tes, perhaps I may prevail 
on Torrendel to take one of your new houſes. 
Sir H. Not ſo much good in you, a pity, 1 5 
Dickens, my Lord can't. PLD you fo 55 r an hour 
to his table, but it makes you fo ſaucy. N 
Dirt. Proud! a proof my Lord cant do with | 
_ out me, | 
. Why you are ſo clever that 1 wil truſt | 
you, becauſe I ca'n't do without ou. 
Dick, Very civil. (bows) wx 1k 
Sir H. I came to conſult W know 
I deſign to beſtow my ward Auguſta Woodbine, 
with her whole fortune, on my ſo bn n George ; but 
I fear the report of her riches will bring all your 
flaſhy, high-titled gentry about her, then—— 
Dick. Ay! then, indeed, ſhe may be for de- 
ſpiſing a ſon of yours. Wa'n't Miſs Auguſta 


adopted i . on his diſcarding his own. 
0 


era r a. faux pas with ſome man of faſhion | 
two and twenty years back? 

Sir H. Devil's in your twenty years hack! how 

to bring my ſon's marriage about now? _ 

Dick. Make your ward think that her uncle 
has made a ſecond will, and that ſhe's not worth 
two-pence, then ſhe'll be Ju to — at your _. 
George. 

Sir H. Eh! that's well, 1 expect Wer 6 8 
from London. According to that plan, it vill 

ſhew too much attention to go myſelf to meet 
her—l'll let her down — I'll ſend any 3 
you go, my dear fellow ? 

Dick. Civil again ; (bows) its a doubt to me, 
if you know how to make a bow, Sir Hans; ha, 
ha, ha! this morning I, making my bow of leave 


to his Ludſhip, ſliding back, ſtumbled upon the 
poor 
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8 : 
poor Chaplain's toe; my Lud laughed! Sdeath! 

_ cries his Reverence, you've killed me! Huzza, 
ſays my Lud, then the parſon's dead, and has 
loſt his living, ha, ha, ba = 

Sir H. Then you are a retailer of his Lordſhip's 
jens tod IE 3 | 
Dick. But to meet this Lady, I'll fend my 
daughter Fanny. Here ſhe is. 


Enter Fax xv, /ops flort, and makes a low curteſy. 


Why, Miſs, isn't this your ſchool hour? — 
Fanny. Yes,” papa, but I've ſtept home for a 

book; did you ſee my Pleaſing Inſtructor? (Jooks 

about.) NT GREW ; 
Dick. My dear, you muſt ſtep over to the inn 

to receive 3 45 
Fanny, Lord! papa, what would our Gover- 

neſs ſay if a young Lady of her ſchool was ſeen 

going into an inn? beſides its now my reading 
time; then I have my embroidery ; then I mu 
practice my muſick; then ſay my French leſſon; 
then the dancing-maſter ; then, papa—— | - 
oe [Ext. courteſying. Sr Hans bows. 

Dick. I muſt not take her mY her accompliſh- 

ments—T'll go, and in my way drop this parcel 

at my Lud's, a trivial thing, but was I to fend 
it, 1t would be, Eh, now, Dickins, why didn't 
you come yourſelf, my dear fellow? always hap- 
py to ſee you. Muſt call, my Lord may think 
Im getting proud, pride is ſo contemptible. 

_ er H. So it is, I deſpiſe it at this moment. 
Dick. Well, good bye. e. 
Sir H. Devil's in your good bye! Introduce 

me now to Lord Totrendl. e 

Dick. Why, I don't know, his Lordſhip ſup- 
YOL, I, | 0 a port 


* 


WW 
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ports vaſt aunles'; 15 never mind, tho? he e 8 


ry difficult of acceſs, II introduce you, for my 

Lud fays, Dickins, I'll be glad to ſee ſome of 
your people; from my reſpeh to you, you may 
command any ſervice—never mind their aukward 
want of breeding, if known to. you, Sir Hans, 


II preſent you to my Lud; expect to ſee all the 


e of genuine old nobility; yet I'm of 
that conſequence with him, that once preſented by 
me, his Lordſhip and you are band and glove. 


— * : 
1 
* 1 \ i : 
3 
. 
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SCENE il. 


A Chember in Loro Tonazub r“ 8 


Tow LoRD To RRENDEL, par LUEnet, adinft- 
ing bis areſs. | 


Tord Tor. Then you think, L'Giller, Lady 

Torrendel is till in Cumberland. She is too 
good a wife—l uſe her ill. 

L Cillet. Oui! mais, mi Lor, dat de de faute 
of la nature, vich did give your Lorſhip conſti- 
tution galante, amoureuſe , 

Lord Tor. No interruption from my wife here, 
ha, ha, ha! good deception this of mine, to make 
her believe Im at Liſbon for the re-eſtabliſhment 
of my health; never was better in my life ! 


L'OEillet. Your Lordſhip be robuſte comme | 


Hercule; vid your ſpindle Mank. (afide) 
Lord Tor. Lady Torrendel, among the lakes, 


Jittle i Wines that T am retir d hither to this _ 
10 | 0 


OY 


9 1 


4s 

% 
1 
1 

4 

LE 
Þ 
? 


ol 


| woman choſe me; — yes, ſhe ſeems the only per- 
ſon unconſcious of her. ſhining qualities; but I 


little girl, Dickins's daughter Fanny! isn' 


| ſweet remembrance of Emily Woodbine, If her 


Po RIS 
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of darling pleaſures ; a doubt to me if the even | 


knows I've ſtill a ſeat in this part of the country. 
She is truly amiable, her mind ſtored with every 
delicate refinement, and for perſonal charms. has 
few ſuperiors ; I like people ſhould know fo fine a 


cannot help my irreſiſtible penchant for variety, 


(ringing without) I'm not at home; except it is the _— 


t her 


name Fanny ? an abſolute Cherub ! 


L'Gillet. Ah! oui milor—Fanny Dickins, Fan- 


ny Cherub! ' pop. n! 
Lord Tor. But living beauty eannot baniſh the 


father hadn't diſinherited her for coming off with 
me, and adopted his neice, I ſhou'dn't now be 
troubled with this profligate boy of her's, this 
Lord Arthur, as he calls himſelf—preſumes as if 
my ſon in real wedlock. My fitting him out for 
3 was doing very handſome for a chance 
child. | Ro ay 
L'CEillet. Milor, I did vid money, you give 
me, furniſh him ſuperbement for voyage de met; 
but he did make ſuch a ſabat affreux in de ſhip, 


dat he vas turn'd out—(afide) ſo I did tell you; 
but your money I have ſnug dans ma poche. 
Lord Tor. He's well enough, I hear, as to his 


perſon. 


of your lordſhip! _ 1 
15 rd Tor. But mad! I'm abſolutely afraid of 
um. | 3 B 
L'CEillet. Milor, here come de pretty girl. 
Tord Tor. L'illet! how do ] look this morn- 
ing? candid now ! I always like the truth., _ 
E 5 8 


L'@illet. Oui! il eſt fait à peindre, Vimage 
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"+ Le Den, en verité, milor, you. ook 

not above fifty, tho' you are a quarter palt. - 
Lord Lor: F 1 80 ene yep we © exccodingly e 

;coarle. 375 


4 
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v4 a, my charmerl | 
Fu. Pon my word, Sir, my 1580 1 deen, 


if if you talk that way to me, 1 won't come here any 
"mF more; I didn't know you were in the room, or 1 
48 ſhouldn't have come in I aſſure you, Sir, my Lord 
I mean. 
ro Lillet, Ah, petite badine. Mamfelle Fanny 
Wl _ . come purpoſe to ſec my Lor. 
1 Fan. Monſieur, how can you ſay that. 
Wo Lord Tor. Do now, my love, declare and make 
| me happy. N 
. Fanny, Then I only came Sos al | 
th Lord Tor, What, my angel? rin | 
L'Eullet. Ah, pourquoi? ? Ya | 
j Fanny. Becauſe papa fays its a boyiſh wha and 
8 all the rooms in our houſe are To ſmall, and you've 
_ ſuch a fine long gallery here, and Jenny the houle- 
| Keeper's daughter is fo ſmart at—he | he 1 
1 (produces batiledores.) | 


__ — _ 128 — 
—— —ꝛ——— 2 
— 


— - — — 
— —— — 


40 


Enter Tromas, with a bn 


LC. ( ſnatching it.) Va ten! 0 ater im 
Lord Tor. (breaks it open.) Oh, ſome deni 
petition, How] my Lady Torrendel's hand! 
L'CEiller do you read, and write ſome conſiſtent 


anſwers; date the letters from Laſbon as uſual, 
Ws Liu, 


. —- *- — 32 
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L· Kilt. Wile you, milor, play de raquette 7 


vid Miſs Fanny. 

Fanny. What ! can you play Sir, my Lord I 

mean? 

Tord Tor. (ofde.) To win a girl one aut 
comply with all her childiſh- follies. ( To L'CEil- 
kt) Say the ſprain's not better—can't lift my 
| arm—and all tl at. (takes a battledore.) ; 

Ca'n't lift your arm you fiouriſh it 

Fl Sir m Lord I mean. 

Lord Tor. Come, my love. (they play) 
LCEilet. Ah! diener bien!  _- 
Eri. admiring. 


Euer Drerms, — vin; Hans, who Sand 


amazed, 


 - Fanny. Oh! my Lord, what a rare old beau | 

the King won'd think you now, and if my papa 
was to fee me—oh! ( ſeeing Dickens, runs, le fops 
her) © | 

Dick. So, this is your: e Pleaſing Inftruc- | 
tor.” 

Sir H. The diainy: of re on. nobi- 
lity !” 

Lord Tor. Ah, hem! what, Sir? 

Dick. I beg your Lordſhip's pardon, but I 
brought a parcel, and am come up to W 7 your 
Lordſhip's coming down. * | 

Lord Tor. Impudent intrufion this! 

Dick. Miſs, yeu' ſtep over to the Swan Inn 
to receive a young lady juſt arrived trom London 
8 | 

Famy. Lord, _ - give my battledores to 
Jenny. (apart to Lord Torrendel ; goes to ave, | 
lu, makes a low courteſey, and exit gran 5 Fa 

Sir H. 


y % 
= a” 
& a 
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Sir H. How finely me holds A ber head.” 
Dick. All the good. ſhe's got at the doarding | 


ſchool. 

people Tor. Once you make free with theſe kind 
0 0 
The devil's in youre aruning! why g 
a don t you preſent me? i 
Dick. Oh, true, my Lord give me leave to, ; 
introduce- 1 
Lord Tor. Ah! hey! L'Gillet ! (collard exit = 
Dickins fands confuſed ) | F 


Sir H. Dickins, fince I have been inteo- 2 
auge by you, his Lordſhip and 1 are hand 7 

glove, ha, ha, ha = 
Dick. Get drunk with a man over night, 


and in the morning its 
Sir H. Ah! hey! 'LCEillet ! (mimicls) . 4 


Dick. Hemi Err. | 
Sir H. Stop, my Lord eat t do without -_ 
va... | $32 | =_ 


| Enter L'OErLuizt haſtily. 


L'CEiller. Mon dieu | vere be my Lord to tel 
him of dis beauty lady ſtop at de Inn? | 
Sir Hans. I ſee the” valet's the prime favourite 
after all. (ade) Monſieur, pleaſe to agel 
wes money.) a A 
Lilla. Qu'eſt que c'eſt ?. vat's bs ? I 2 
Sir H. 'Tis—you are ſo civil. 1 
L Eillet. Ah Mu) vous entends—to make me 
civil. 
Sir H. Sir © © [Bows and exit. 9 
L' Eillet. Two guinea! very polite he vant | 
ma Intereſt. In his Lordſhip's ſervice J have 
been but four yeur, yet have fav'd two thouſand 
guinea 


— 


1 
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guinca; the guinea flow to my coffer in many 
—_— channel. My Lor fancy watch-trinket, to pre- 
—_ ſent as decoy to Lady, I buy at ten guinea, 
charge him twenty. I wink at de tradeſman's | 
bill, ven paid he flip me de guinea :—if tenant 
want leaſe renewed, I ſpeak to my Lor, tenant 
me donne the guinea. De maitre tink we be 
dere ſervants, but when we have got into de 
love-ſecret, pardi! den de maitre become ſer- 


vant to de valet de chambre. [E 
. * | x g 
--- SCENE III. 


— 4 Room in an Inn. 
Enter LANDLADY, introducing AUGUSTA. _ 
Landlady. This way madam. (er. 
Enter Fanny. | T 


Fanny. How d'ye do, Ma'am, after your jour» 
ney ? | 5 . 
Auguſta. Tolerably well, Miſs— but, pray, who 
am I to thank for this obliging enquiry? , _ 
Fanny. Why, Miſs, a'n't you the great heireſs, 
Miſs Auguſta Woodbine, Sir Hans Burgeſs ex- 
pected down here from London? 
Auguſta. Where is the good old gentleman ? 
Fanny. He good] brought papa upon me juſt 
now ! he, he, he! I was caught but pray, don't 
you young Ladies in London ſometimes play at 
ſhuttlecock ? 27 f N 


Auguſta, 


— — , ⏑ . ˙7˖ðů˖ et ————————— 


— 8 x : - 
, l " 1 
0 8 r - © . oy 
: N © \ 
: 5 


| ts 1. ha, hal- why , Miſs, 7010 are e very f 
agreeable what a ſimple Ging! (aide) dat, 
how came you to know, or expect me? | 
Fanny. Papa ſent me to receive oy 
Auguſta. I didn't know Sir Hans lade daughter 
—MiG Burgeſs I preſume. 
. Fanny. He, he, he! no! no! Tam not Miſs, 
but I may. be Mrs. Burgeſs, for young George 
is quite partial to me; there he's now gone on 
his. travels round Brighton, and Battle, and Haſ- 
tings, Sandwich, and Margate, and Ramsgate. 


My dear ſoul, George Burgeſs is a very fine 
creature, I aſſure you. 


#þ Wo 


Auguſta. I ca'n't doubt his taſte, Miſs, when _- 2 
underſtand he's an admirer of your's. m 
Fanny. Ah! now I ſee the difference between 


you and us down here. You are a true Lady, 
and we are only conceited figures, and ſo III! 
tell all the Ladies in our ſchool, and I don't care 
if my French teacher hears me too. Pon m ; 


my 
honour, with all my finery, I'm but a ſhabby 
genteel. - 


Vue Diexixs. „ 


Dick. If my ſcheme of letting down aur 
young heireſs, can, bring about a match with 
Sir Hans's Son George, by agreement I touch 
the handſome preſent. | 


Fanny. La, papa why don't you ſpeak to the 5 
young Lady? 


Dick. Walon Miſs ! (nads familiarly.) 


«© Auguſta. Sir, (courteſies) 1 with en would 
=_:. Sal my ſervant. (gomg) | 
of Nr. i, I'll run. n 


— 
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Dick. Stop. Now to let her W (hay 


Miſs, I've diſcharged your ſervavt. 
Anguſta. How, Sir! 


Dick. And, my dear, inſtend of e ee 
on yourſelf, you muſt learn to end on others,” 


my dear. 

Auguſta. Sir! very. odd ind myſterſous ; this 
brine treatment (40 ide) my guardian ves 
but a few. miles the carriage ready l (going) 

Dick. Never mind, my dear, yon Il be * 
to walk as fat as you've to go; you can walk ! 
(abruptly) 

Auguſta. What can be the meaning 

Disk. A word, Miſs; you have been brought 
up with the idea of a great fortune, Smoke 
your uncle has made a ſecond will, and bequeath'd 
all his property to a—ſome Mr. ] e or Mr. 
Johnſon, no matter w bo. | 

Auguſta. I don't know who you are, Sir, but 
if 1 wan in my affairs, ſurely by my uncle's 
will Lam | 


Dick. A man's la will is the clincher, tho” 


he had made fifty before; you are left a trifling 
legacy, and a handſome: education, ſo muſt nom 


battle it out for yourſelf. 


Fanm. I could cry for her misſortune, if 1 


wasn't glad at its making us more equal. Be- 


fore, I admir'd; but now I ſhall love her. , 


dearly. 


Dick, My ev 18 ſuch, that at Sir 
Hans's requeſt, P11 take you into my 0 to 
be governeſs to my daughter Fanny, here. 

Auguſta. Can this be poſſible? a 

Fanny, Then I'm to leave ſchool! (fly) 

Dick. Lou ſhall have my protection, vou 
may dine at my table when we have no parti- 

voL. I. D 7: —_ 


/ 


5 


* - 


18 
cular company. No occaſion to acquaint” you, 


1 (looks at his 8 My Lord may 
now have Falled's at ay You ! but ler him call 


again! b Nen ing 


ae Enter Join, with a large Hay. 


7 Joln. Here, Sir Hans' s man lays you ſold him 
better moiſt ſugar for 6d. a pound. 


out) 
Fanny. La, papa, why don t you mind the 
buſineſs of the ſhop ?. 


46 - davighaer.: What ſay you Miſs? _ 

1 Auguſta. Sir, I am. a friendleſs orphan z no 
ms, 2, Dern oe an aſylum! (4 ide, and 
N al 310 „ 


down. 
Auguſta. I am ſurpriſed—perhaps concern d ; 


ſure in the reflection that I was to poſſeſs what 


giving ſpirit of her obdurate parent took the 
caſt down! I could be happy was I ſure my 
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of his child's offence; the poor youth, who 
may at this moment be a wretched outcaſt, 
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heritance, but his mother's ſhame. // 9 
Dick. Why, a babe was, I heard, the con- 
| eee of your Coulin's ſlip; a boy this 
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Dick. Get you gone, you raſcal! (puſbes bin 


Dictens. Hem I yes, I want a governeſs * ain 


but * proſpect of riches gave me little plea - 


belonged to an unfortunate relative; the unfor · 
birth- right from his own lamented daughter, 


uncle's wealth would devolve on the offspring 


diſown'd by an unprincipled father, and no in- 


N 


my dear, of my property and fortune —firſt 


Dick. Come, young * don't be 1 i 


= — 


| 
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young mad Arthur D'Aumerle, (gde) but, dear, 
nobody knows any thing of the bantling; it may Fl 


be dead or drowned, or—well, but, Miſs, what 
LU 3 2 1 5 * 
Auguſta. Sir, I accept your offer. 


—— 
5 


4 


Dick. Now, I ſhall have you under my own - / 


eye, no more playing ſnuttlecocks with Lords— 


but, how are you qualified for this office? what 
is your idea of the duties, in bringing up a young - 


woman ? Hagen 5 e 
Auguſta. Sir, by the mouth of a parent ſhe 


receives admonition from Heaven itſelf; and 


when he commits that charge to and6ther, it is 
indeed ſacred. The care of youth is an ardu- 


ous, and delicate truſt of confidence, and honor; 


I look upon truth, cleanlineſs, and frugality, to 


be the firſt principles in a lady's education. 


They preſerve to her mind, perſon, and means, 
purity, health, and independence of obligation, 
which latter thro” the devious paths of her future 
life, to the unſuſpecting female, is often the 
concealed adder, for the deſtruction of her inno- 
e „ | BOL 


Dick. She ſet out pretty well about my hea- 


venly authority, and my delicate mouth; but for 
her concealed adders—(afide) well, in truth, my 
dear, your quondam guardian, bid me break this 
affair in a rough way, to lower your ſpirit to your 
ſituation; but it's my intention to treat you 


with kindneſs and reſpect. (gde) This will 


do me no harm, when ſhe finds ſhe has ful the 
for tune, | | 4 
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Elle. REN oui! Pere is de charmante 
inconnue for milor; (ad-) and Miſs Kenny 4: 
= ah! ha! (with freedom) 

Ha Dick. And Miſs Fanny's pal pa! (inter- 
pofing) Monſieur you want how, I ſuppoſe, to 
| Engage my daughter in a match of cricket; but 

you all get all the notches on your pate. 
L'Cillet. Non] Monſieur, I did come vi 
milor's pie ee ride cavalcade vid him 
dis morning. A 
Dick. What! after his affronting me! N 
L'Eiliet. Affront pah ! votre interet. 
Dickens. True! intereſt is the gold- beater's 
leaf, for my wounded pride. Come, Miſs, be 
Seal vou'll dine with RG on ab 

4 at fix, 

Fanny. Why, papa, we always dine at one. 5 

Dick. Fanny, to amuſe you, will ſhew you 
our town here. 

L'Eillet. I vill mov de Lady de town, 
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'Wi Dick. (GBoroing) Don t you believe it. 

$i After you, s'il vous plait, Monſieur. 
4 | a [ Exit, with Lille. 
1 Fanny. Yes, papa, l' take Miſs Auguſta to 
15 the cathedral, the play-houſe, and ſhambles, the 


beaſt- market, and aſſembly- room, and ſhe ſhall 
lee the fine gallery of pictures, in my Lord's cal- 
tle too. 

Timo'in. (Without) Give me my own big 
13 bottle of old Claret, in my own fiſt. 
I a Fanny, 
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Fumy. A man oh! Lord! I muſt n eare 
4 my governeſss. 5. x Exeunt. 5 


Enter TIolIx, with wine and gloſs, 2 2 


Neal Puppies! but they RET Oi t read” in 
my face, that I was gentleman to a Lord. 

Landlady. Here, porters, fetch up his Lord- 
ſhip's, and the Gentleman's trunks, let Dick and 
Tom Oſtler give a help; take care how you turn 


the ſtairs. 
Enter Warren, with two [mall bundles. 


Waiter. Here, Ma'am, is the luggage: 
Tae And call for claret ! (afide) Your 
? 


maſter, Sir, is 
Timolin. The Honorable Lord Arthur D*'Au- 


merle. 
| Landlady. The Honorable Lord 
[ Exit with Waiter. 
Timolin. ( taking papers out of his pocket). I 
hope my Lord w'on't find out, that I collected all 
theſe tradeſmen's bills, which he ran up in Lon- 
don; he'd never have thought of them himſelf. 
This claret is neat—ſince he did call for it, I may 
as well drink it; for he has run eut of the houſe. 
If his father, this Lord Torrendel wo'n't do ſome- 
thing, no going back to London, for us!. q 


Enter WAITER, 


Waiter, Sir, the other gentleman i is calling for | 


Timalin: 


you, and making a great noiſe, 
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Timolin. Noſe! aye, that's quite himſelf. 
Then, Sir, this gentleman will wait on that gen- 
tleman, and that may happen to ſave all the bot- 
tles and glaſſes in your houſe. 

Waiter. He has juſt taken lodgings, at the 


| JEN over the way. 


. Timolin. What may the price be? 
Waiter. I think, uy let them at three guineas 


/a week. 


' Timolin. (Whiftes Waiter flares) Don't be 
frighten'd, it's only a little new tune I was hum 
ming. 
Waiter. Sir, he dees his luggage to be 
brought to him. (ITimolin aſhamed, looking at the 
bundles, whiſtles) Sir | 

Timolin. What's the matter with you now? 
luggage ! have you good ſtrong porters here, and 
a big cart? 
Maiter. For what, Sir? 9 2 

Timolin. For—hem! only Sir— I'm afraid our 
luggage will break down 00 landlady's ſtair-caſe. 
« And there was three travellers—travellers 


three.” I xeunt. Timolin, ſinging. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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; SCENE I. 
Before LorD ToxxENDEL's 
Enter Lonp ToRRENDEL. 


Lorp ToRRENDEL. 


No, O, the phæton: (calling off) 1 may ſee this lit- 


tle girl in the evening, and after an hour on horſe- 
back; my limbs, not quite ſo ſupple, appear ra- 
ther older than ſuch a young creature ſhould think 
one; but, true I aſked this Dickins to ride out 
with me to-day. One ſhould hold theſe ſort of 
people at arm's length, till we want to turn them 


into ſome ule, 


Enter T1MOLIN, who takes papers from his pocket, 
and thruſts them into LORD ToRRENDEL'S band. 


Timolin. There! now you have the un kit of 
them. | 
Lord Tor. Who are you, Sir ? what's al this? 
bills! 

Timolin. Les, and by my ſoul they re not hank 


bills, and that's the worſt of them; and, they're 
| dot 
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not wb bills, and that's the beſt of 8 Fo 
there's not a gaming debt in the whole cluſter, , | 
Lord Tor. But, friend, you ſhould have deli- 
vered them to my banker, Mr. Dickins. | 
Timolin. A banker! he'll give me the money . 
(joyfully) by finding you ſo good, oh ! ow your ve 
diſappointed me. ( going) 


Lord Tor. Stop! {AP at bills) © Lord Torr: 


del, debtor, for goods delivered to Lord Arthur ;*? 
who is Lord Arthur D'Aumerle? 


Timolin. Now don't be 1 in a paſſion, why, I am 


his ſervant. 

Lord Tor. But who is ih himſelf? ” 

Timolin. Come, be aiſy my Lord, don't go to 

retend to know nothing of your own child. 

Lord Tor. How dare any fellow - aſſume 
Lord Arthur 

Timolin. He has the honor of being your ſon. | 

Lord Tor. Tis falſe, | 

_ Timolin. Well, he has no honor in being your 
ſon, —Will that content you. 

Lord Tor. A raſcal | run about, contract debts, 
ſend in his bills to me! I won't pay a ſhilling to 


ſave him from perdition. 


Iimolin. Perdition! ſome new. faſhion d name 
for the King's Bench. 


Enter GRoom. 


Groom. My Lord, am I to ſaddle the cheſnut 


mare for Mr. Dickins ? he inſiſts upon having it. 
Lord Tor. Yes, yes, ſcoundrel! (walks). 
Groom. She coſt your Lordſhip two hundred. 


guineas ; he's a bad rider, and if ſhe ſhould WE 


any hurt 


Lord Dr. 


| 


* 
* 


25 


beef, a feather bed, and a hat a 


him like a wild beaſt to prey upon ſociety. (L 


on, THE NN TED so Nb. | 


2 Tor. Don't trouble me with your quarrels 
Nnmolin. Refuſe tis child a 0 unds, a bit of ” 
9 a pair of oes, 

or ſo; yet mounts a Mr. Dickins on a horſe oſt 5 
200 guineas! 

Lord Tor. Can't keep Wini the allowance thic 
1 — 

Timolin, What allowance, My Lord 7 

Lord Tor. An extravagant 

Timolin. He is extravagant; wicked; he's a 


devil! but, it's all your fault, my Lord, as a fa- 


ther; not noticing and bringing him up with a 
ſenſe of duty to himſelf and his neighbours. Call 
to mind how you loved his mother, and inveigled 


her from her 1 tho” you wasn't married to 


the poor unhappy lady, that doesnt make the 
child's little finger a bit lefs your fon. 
Lord Tor. Emily! ( takes out bir ON} for her 
dear ſakg—— 
Timolin. Then bleſngs on you belies Lord 


Arthur is ſuch a gay 


Lord Tor. Lord Arthur 287080 not a goinea! 
Timolin. And as like your lordſhip as a ſpright- 
ly young buck is like an auld Me Mint 10 
boon. (afide) Las 
Lord Tor. I know nothing about hint.” 75 
Timolin. Theſe they call gallantries, to bring 
a living creature into the world and then leave 


Torrendel walks about enraged; Nimolin following: 1 , 


Now, my Lord, only ſee Um. 


Lord Tor. Begone. Fit 

Timolin, T'll tell you ab- drive him del. 
perate ; he'll do ſome helliſh thing or other; he'll 
commit a ſuicide upon either himſcif or me, for, 
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when. once he thinks. any thing, he immediately | 
does it, without thinking at all about it. 

Lord Tor. Harkye, you ſcoundrel! if I hear of a; 
your lord Arthur, or yourſelf, being ſeen Mort | 
my door, I'll have you taken up. 


Timolin. Well, a ſmall man taken - 3 at 11 


cut ſuch a pitiful figure, as a ent man taken 


i down. x 4 Exit. 
Tord Ter. Th eternal moment! oy 
Te [Enit di lnb 


e 


1 Enter biens, dreſſed j in SI uniform of Ham, and 
| 5 Nun. 1250 


Diclis, Ves, 10 1 think Im very 7 
equipp'd to ride out with my lord. 
Jobn. Well, fir, you had a hundred guineas fee 
with me, and the day may yet cones for my croſ- 
{ſing a hunte. | 4 | 
Dickins. It may, John; when Yn prentice in | 
Barbican; and like the houſe dog, ſlept in the 
ſhop; promiſed! the watchman a- pint, to rouſe | 
me, to go to the Eaſter. Epping Hunt; five a 
clock. and a fine morning thump comes the bale 
againſt the ſhop door; tingle, tingle, goes the 
little bell behind it; up ſtarts me; from my bed 
under the counter; on with my buckſkin and 
jemmy jacket; jumps into my two boots; mounts 
my three and fixpenay nag; but, firſt I put my 
| ſpurs in my pocket; hey off we go, thro" Hack- 
ney, Hammerton—l ſaw the ſtag once, but then 
heard the hounds all the way; find I've. a ſhort 
and a long ſtirrup: diſmount to put them even; 
forgetting to buckle the girt, down' comes me, and 
the ſaddle at- top of me; by this I was flung out; but 


to ve" I was in at the An __ my kind 
miſtreſs 


7 1 
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miſtreſs with a piece of the Rag s horn, which 
horn ſhe gives her huſband for a tobacco ſtopper, 
with ah my dear hubby, I wiſh you were as 
a ſportſman as your prentice Tony Dickins, ah 
he's the ſmart fellow, ha! hal ha! and ſo I was, 
and dem it ſo I am ſtill John vou needn't 
wait dinner, I ſhall dine with Torrendel. N 


| [Exit John. 
Sir Hans !-curſe i it I can't be bus with ſuch 
a filly old fool os We „ 


* | Enter Sin Hans. 


Sir H. Holo, Dickins! ſo you have 20 my 
ward, Miſs Auguſta. | 
| Dickies. Yes, yes, I have humbled her rarely, 
but pray don't delay me now, I'm. engaged to ride 
out with my lord. I, and Torrendel, may firſt 
take a turn or two down the Street, arm in arm, 
right ſide, fo don't hide the ſtar! my dear Hans 
don't ſtop to talk to me; if you've people with 
you, and you ould bow, LN return it. 


Re. enter Lonp Tec ORRENDEL. 


Lord Tor. 9 himſelf my ſon; keep \ſervants 
tOO. 
; Dickins. Well, my lord, here, I am: whip and 
pur. 

Lord Tor. Deſire the porter not to adenit cither 
of them. (calls of) D 

Sir H. Not . either of us ! . 

Dickins. Poh! hold your tongue. (paſbing 
him) My lud, I had a little head ache 60 e 
bout laſt night; you look vaſtly well, but a 
little chevy will do us both good. | | 

x2 Lord 7 r. 
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Wo Tar, Pra, r. what, Are you raking a 
| ue b- | 
© Dickins., Wh 5 for me "4 tag 1. 
Lord Ton. 81 55 bop wan, 1 ſha'n't ride out 
to-day... "A Br., 
Dickins. Go to the expence of dreſung wien d. 
by every body in the town, walking out in a 


N 
| Thy, Sir, you; are equipp'd in your | 
1 5 
Dickins. Poh! poh! man, I Tha n't ride out to- 5 
day. [Extt, 
Sir H. And, pray, mah, who cares whether you 
ride or walk z big little nobody! I'll introduce 
myſelf—Gad's curſe ! a'n't_ I a Knight, and if 1 
can effect this marriage with * and ny , 
George a 
Arthur. (Without) Timelia ! (Enters i in ſlippers). 
Where's Timolin ? Sir, I aſk pardon. My.raſ-. 
cal dare loĩter and had only to, come and bring ne. 
a4 couple of hundred guineas from my father; 1775 
ſee my lord myſelf. ("ings vialently at the gate) _ 
Sir H. Some young fellow of faſhion ! 
Arthur, I'm run out in Clippers; all oh 
here, | 
Sir H. Yes, Sir, they were at a jovial party laſt. 
night; Mr. Dickins told me, * 
"Arthur. Who? aye, my father keeps i it up here, 3 
and I without the price of a bottle. | 
Sir H. (fide) A lictle civility might make this 
Gentleman take lodgings at Samphire-hall. _ 
Aribur. So, I'm not to be let in! then I'll 
have ſome of you out. (rigs) 
Sir H. Are you in this way, Sir! 0 Mering Jauff< 
box, which Arthur" daſbes mia 4 Window, 1 
devil's 
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PR n you, Sir! what forr of mad wick's . 
to knock: A Gentleman' S 1 | * 


5 Euter 4 Manx, with N. 


Aber Whole boots are theſe? ? what as you 4 
aſk for theſe boots? 
Man. They are bought ld Sir, I'm 
ing them home to my Lord Torrendel. 
Arthur, My, father; (ade) you could. make 
mea P | 

Man, Certainly, Sir. | 

Arthur. Theſe. are about my ſize. (licks 2 
of, and puts on the boots. ) | 
Man. Don't put them on, Sir, I can take your. 
meaſure. 

Arthur. My dear fellow, why ſhould I give you 
that trouble, when here is a pair ready made? that 
fits, now this, the whole world is made vp of this, 
that, and-t'other, I have this, and that, and t'other 
I don't want, for two boots will do for me as well 
as fifty. | 

Man. Lord, Sir, don't walk bout in them, 
his lordſhip wo n't have them, 

Arthur. A paradox! his lordſhip cannot have 
them, I Lordſhip has them already. 


Re-enter Sin Hans. RS | 93 

Sir H. Only the pebble knocked out t of the lid! 
never ſaw ſuch a ſtrange—— | ; 
Man. The boots ate now unſaleable, Ws lord- | 
ſhip wo'n't take them off my hands. | 


Arthur. Nor off my lordſhip's feet. | . 
Sir H. Lord ! then PI pocket my. broken box, Wi 


Man. They are two Su1ncas, Sir. 
Arthur. 


0 e Txcanike; 


' Arthur. (io Sir Hans) Sir, I beg y you a thouſand 
prot for my inadvertency. 

Sir H. Inadvertency! a man of rank, e 
knowing what Bee... 0 
Man. We never book ſuch ks Sir." 3 

Arthur. Well then ſet them down to me, to 
Lord Arthur D'Aumerle; or, carry the Bill to 
my father; or, Timolin will pay you; or, any 
body will pay you; or, John Bull will pay you x 
honeſt John pays for all. | 
Man. Vil ſee if the law wo 'n't lake you pay 
Mme. 1 i [Exit Man. - | 

Sir H. Sir, I preſume von are Lord . 
D' Aumerle. 

Arthur. Right who are y ? (af de) ch! Sir 

Hans Burgeſs! that old fool they were laughing 
at in the ſhop yonder— I hear an immenſe cha- 
racter of you, Sir Hans. & 

Sir H. Pray, my Lord, what 45 they ſay of 
me ? 

Arthur, Ha! ha! ha! what I can't ay to 
your face: that's my father's houſe. 

Sir H. Indeed! why we didn” t Know Lord © 
Torrendel had a ſon. 

Arthur. He doeſn't like my coming about 
him—he affects to be thought ſo very young, to 
recommend him to the Ladies: you underfland 
me, Sir Hans? 

Ws H. Not ſee vou! he's a very unnatural fa. - 
ther. 

Arthur. And _ I'm quite a natural ſon. 
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oh, THE NEGLECTED SON. an 


and begs you will not commit any. Me ovtrage, 


or attempt to ſee him. 
Artbur. Did he give the money to my ſervant ? 7 


Thomas. Why, Sir, I did ſee his Lade 15 


urſe . 
Arthur. Then he bas. my ed — * 
J aſk his pardon. (exit Thomas) He's a tolerable 
father after all—P'll now 27. my debts and be a 
man again. 8 
Sir Hans. I wiſh my ſon. had your . 
Arthur, You've a fon? TI ſhew him how to 
knock your caſh about! 
Sir Hans. Good morning to you, Sir. ( going) 
Arthur, Not ſo, Sir Hans! come and breakfaſt 
with me. 
Sir Hans. Two o'clock ! Why my Wi Sir, 1 
broke my faſt ſix hours ago. . 


Enter Ronin 8 "ot 
| Ridin H. Sir, here bes Sauite Miller s man to 
tell you dinner bes on table. r 

Arthur, Pſha come and breakfaſt with me. 

Sir Hans. But I'm going to dinner. 

Artbur. Well, you hal Fbave Hams, Tongues, | 
Tea, Coffee, Chocolate, Anchovies, Beg, and | 
Raſhers. Come along 

Sir Hans, Ha, ha, ha! Tou hit my humour 
—Þ'm very wiſe and cunning I'd do any thing 
1 get money: but all only to ſee my ſon make a 

laze. - 
Arthur, Blaze! a conflagration ! I rae a 10 
chelor's houſe— that is, I lodge at the jeweller's 
vonder; I like to have things about me; l' ve or- 
dered in wine 's and reliſhes—I want your opinion 
of a horſe I've bought zuſt now. How PI curye \ \ 


7 


W 


8 = 
; % * \ r 
1 
* | 
5 4 N ” x 8 84 "0 * £ . 
- * 
a 1 


A bebe gabe an ugs he ſhale] can ſpent 


his money like a gentleman, 


Sir Hens, What a noble lad, I could never get ſ 
*miy fon to buy a jack-aſs, _ + TILED 

Arthur. Lame old bog the wont. HAS WES 

| r 


i SCENE w 

Aaraus, 8 tndrines; TNew 4 lies, feat, 
Ee hat, COLD ling on chairs. Ns N 
Rue Tous. 5 ; 


Anal. Oh, nnch is our new home here. 8 
1 wiſh to keep up my poor maſter's ſpirits, but 
| 
1 he'll ſee an empty pocket in my diſmal counte- 
ll nance, If his papa had only given him as much 
| as would have taken us back to London—well, ' 
. we have no debts to lay held on us in this 
3 town, however— ſees the things) oh thunder and 
0 zounds! whats here z— been ſhopping on the 
1 ſtrength of the expected money! Ordered in wine 
| too! Oh, ho, then not a cork ſhall be drawn 
till it is paid for. (Locks the cupboard a takes 
the Key.) 
Arthur. (withou) This way, Sir Hans. Oh, 
very well ma'am ; but where's my ſervant? | 
Timolin.. Bringing company too 


-. 


| Enter a Maid-ſervant, with Tea:things, &e. 


Maid. Sir, your maſter is returned, and is 


bringing a gentleman to breakfaſt. 
1 


— 


— 
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Timolin. Inſtead of a Atti civil.bavn 1 YAY 
has N the whoſe eee ee n 


e ond sm Hams: * 


Arthur. Pray Sir, walk in—be feared—ſo 
we've touched? (joyful) ?? 35 
Timolin. Yes! we ſhall be coached (diſmal) 

Arthur. Timolin, my friend here has break- 
faſted, ſo get Sandwiches, and Old Hock. | 
3 imolin. Old Hock! 1 Reeve you re jumping 
out of your leather. 

Arthur. Ha! ha! ha! very well, Timolin. 
Sir Hans, that fellow's a treaſure: but, when 
he does any thing clever, ſuch as bringing a man 
a couple of hundred, it makes him fo pert— 

Sir H. Yes! my Lord, when. once a ſervant 
knows he's an honeſt in, he dons to be an 
impudent raſcal.. - 

Timolin. Poh ! what talk's that! Was the . 
vil buſy with you, Sir, to ſend in all theſe new 
things from the tradeſmen ? | 

Arthur. Ha! ha! hal very well—Timolin, | 
the wine! Sir Hans, I never drink in a morning, 
dem'd vulgar and unfaſhionable;- but I know 
you'old codgers of Port-ſoken Ward: - You're 
a Citizen, Sir Hans, I've heard of your gillings 
round the Royal Exchange. 

Sir H. Why if I drink in a morning, . makes 
me ſtupid all day. 

A thur, Oh, Sir N N Al make 
you ſtupid. | 

Sir H. Sir. (bows) eee 

. Arthur. Come Timolin, unlock. R 

vor. 1. F IW. 


* 
Fil- Indeed 1 wont. | 

© Arthur. No! Sir Hans, this is the ſecret hiſtory 

of Old Hock, (pointing to the cupboard) and this 

(rouching his leg) is the key to it. (Burſts the door, | 

and brings out wine.) 


Timolin. Broke open the cupboard—Oh, he'll | 


get us both hanged. _.. | 
Arthur. Sir ah without expedient a. man's. a 


| 1 


II R's VAGARIES 1 


5 You and your ſervant, my Lord, N 
one in mind of a couple of . You are all 
| ſpirit, and he is no body—ha ! ha! ha! 
Arthur. Bravo! 
. Timolin. My Lord, let me ſend theſe e things 
back to the honeſt people. | 
* Arthur. Send yourſelf out of the room. 
Timolin. Only hear me. 6 
- Arthur: Ell give you ſuch a beating. 
Timolin. Well, ſo you do but hear me, beat 
me as long as you like. 
Arthur. Lay the money upon my bureau and 
to the devil; (Puts bim cut) The fellow is 
ſo puffed with doing a petty ſervice- Give me 
leave to ſtand Lady, aud make tea for you. 
Sir H. My Lord, I hope for the honour of 
ſeeing you down at Samphire Hall, an infant 
ſcheme, merely for the health and convenience 
of the gentry in this part of the country. Pve 
converted a naked beech into as commodious a 
ſea-bathing place 
Arthur. Then your principle object is— 


Sir H. The main ocean! 
Arthur. Pſha! you want to eſtabliſh it into a 


faſhion? Its done, I'll be ſeen there upon your 
ſtein or eſplanade ; my phyſician ſhall recom- 


mend all his patients from Brompton, and Pad- 
dington ; ; 


Ok, THE NEGLECTED. SON. 18 


dingdon; a variety of gambling tabbies, bo- 
nourable black legs, and Reel children 

Sir H. Tl deſcribe. to your Lordſhip, exactly 
this ſituation of mine. Here, ſuppoſe the edge 
of this Tea - board is the beach, the top of the 
Coffee pot, here riſes the look out- 9 

Arthur. Yes Sir, this is the pour-out. (Over- 
flows Sir Hans's cup.) 

Sir H. Then Sir, here's the Sea—eh- Am 
ſcalded! | 

Arthur. Aye Sir, the ſcalding tea...) 

Sir H. Theſe, cups are one of the Rows of 
Lodging-houſes, this Sugar-baſon, the Chapel 
and my Houſe— 

* Yes, yes, the ſweeteſt place for your- 
Sir H. The Saucers are too large, to ſhew you 
the arrangement of the Machines ; but, how- 
ever, ſuppoſe each of theſe Guineas a Houſe. 
(Takes out his Purſe, and arranges Guineas.) | 

Arthur. A Guinea a Houſe! very cheap, Ill 
bring all my Friends. 2s 

Sir H. Ha! ha! ha! a pleaſant joke | 

Arthur. And here's the cream of the jeſt. — 
(Daſhes Cream over Sir Hans.) Ha! ha! ha! 
This is a mol ſociable Breakfaſt. OTE IS 


22 T1MOLIN, with THOMAS. 


Timolin. 00 told him! then untell TI, ; for 


he won't hear me at all at all. 
Arthur. There again! then, dam'me! now 


you ſhall bring me ſome brawn and ancho- 


un | | 
| | | r 2 Tis 


— : ag — — — . wc. 4a». T 1 
Ex” CAR ( Ar 5 


Wie 


4 n 0 __ * * 
Rr = 7 


Ninolin. Waun don't make quite a kiſkawn of 


windows, 


1 


Thomas. Sir, 1 thought when 1 told you that | 
my Lord's purſe | 


bus. Yes! I'm grateful Nr good news, . 


all abroad. ( ſnatches a 2 guineas from the 820 
and gives them to Thomas.)  _ 


© Sir H. But my Lord, my guineas. 
Arthur. Yes, Sir, a guinea a vue neat cot- 


before and behind, pantheon ſtoves, Adelphi 
geometrical  cork-ſcrew "ſtair-caſe, 


kitchen on ground-Uoor, and fine proſpect from 
attic ſtory 


Sir H. \ Bravo! capital for my advertiſement.” 


Arthur. Here's LI reward you. (raking the | 


guineas) 


Sir H. Stop, youve given him lodging-houſes 
enongh, here my honeft fellow is the look-out 
for you. (gives the Coffee-pot) : 

Arthur, Ha, ha, ha! true citizen, Harp look- 


out on the guineas,—Tom you ſhall have a bot- 


tle. (gives him one and places bim at table. Timo- 
lin ſtares, then runs to take it from him.) What! 
don't be quite fo bnſy ;—ſit fill. (fo Thomas) 
You march. (puſbes Timolin out). Sir Hans, Ti- 

molin will pay you your guineas. 

Sir H. What a ſine model for my ſon Come, 
my Lord, I'll give you a patriotic toaſt— Here's 
ſucceſs to all my undertakings. 


Arthur. Patriotic and Mlltterentea indeed, Sir 
Hans! here's 


Thomas. Succeſs to my undertakings! 
Arthur. Right, little pigeon—finiſh your bot- 
tle by * and, if you Fen with your 
com- 


4 


Pere. (puts his band on his pocket) Not at home.— £ 


— 


tage, ſtable for ſix horſes, coach-houſe, gardens 
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A Tl kick you both out of the room. 
Have you advertiſed this place at Samptare-hall? 
Sir K. I fancy advertifing might make it bet- 


ter known ; for newſpapers are a ſort of thing. TTL 


that's read.” 

Arthur. Why, yes, Sir la people do read 
newſpapers; how the dence did you find out 
that? Come, Pll draw nu up a —— ad- 
| vertiſement. 

Sir H. Iemployed a ſomous anfichcarrodraw 


up one for me: (takes @ paper and peruſes) Mind 

how he defcribes the beauties “ To the right. 
the bold cliffs and high bluff heads—at the 
foot, Sir Hans has dullt an elegant ſtrait row of 
houſes, called the am any ae? that's very 
fooliſh. a 

Artbur. Why, yes! your erefeent'! is a little in 
the full .moon order, ha, ha, ha! no no, PI try 
at it. (gets pen and ink.) 


Enter T1MoLINg walks about with bis” arms falded. 


What do you mean by walking] in here with your 
executioner's face? 


Timolin. Well, I didn't run in debt for my 
face. atep 1 in here, all of you, 1 


Enter ſeveral 7 rades-people. | 


ift Man. Sir, the horſe you bought—1'l be 
fatisfied with a. draught on Mr. I our 
banker, for the 50 guineas. 

2d Man. Neighoours, your goods are unda- 
maged: but, I inſilt on being paid for my boots, 

Arthur. Timolin! _. 

Timolin, Oh ! I know nothing at all about it; 


Arthur. 


% 


* 
* Hae 


= ur- VAGARIES 


Arthur. Pay the people this moment. 1175 
Timolin. With what ? 
Artbur. What! the two hundred, my father 


gave you. if 
Timolin. He didn t give me 2 Manx rap half, | 


nny 
a No! wha I thought—by Heavens l. 
I'll get into the houſe myſelt. 
'% H. (rifng) Oh! my Lord, a benin 
grrikes me of great conſequence, in the FTIR: 
Caſe. 7 
Arthur. well —Sir—quick ? | 
Sir H. That here, inſtead of curlews, he woa 
have ſaid ſea-gulls. (looking at paper.) 
Arthur. Damn your ſea-gulls, Sir! bee a no- 
bleman baited, by a parcel of mechanical. — 
 Timolin. There' s all your goods for you again 
—what more do you want? (zbey take up alt their 
' ſeveral goods.) 

Arthur. Every one of you, lay down my pro- 
perty this moment, in the very ſpot from whence 
you wok it. I'll pay you the firſt money I re- 

ceive; but now, begone, or I'll murder you. 

 Timolin. Go good people, whatever be ſays 
he'll do. 

Tuomas. Here's gaiety and innocence (drinks) 

Arthur. True, it was you who told me firſt, 
that the money I'll make you gay, you inno- 
cent dog. (whips him off) 

Sir H. Oh! what a model for my ſon. (Ar- 


thur gives him a ſtroke.) { Exeunt. 


SCENE 


if 
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ScENE III. 
4 Gallery i in Loxo Tonntu pri s bung with whole 
length Ran. of Women. 


Enter LorD TORRENDEL, and 'CEtiuzv. / 


Lord Tor. So very lovely? e 
I'CEillet. Une beauté Leleſte! et pauvre 


poor, derfore no danger from relations. So, my 
Lord, think no more of the rich nn Bick 


ins's daughter. 
Lord Tor. Why, cheir ſturdy Citizens may be 


troubleſome; but you ſay this young Lady is 
coming with Fanny to ſee my pictures. 
L'CEillet. * my Lor. 


Enter FANNY. 


Fan. This x way, Miſs Auguſta. | 
Lord Tor. L'CEillet! (winks, exit L'illet.) 
well, you have brought your new friend, to ſee 
my paintings ? 
Fanny. Oh yes, Sir, my Lord I mean, but I 
didn't t think you'd be in the WAY, | | 
Lord Tor. Don' t let her be alarmed at my pre- 
- ſence. 
Fanny. Oh true,. I'm not to let out you are a 
Lord ? 
Lord Tor. Fanny! I ſhould like to have your 
picture here. 
Fanny. No, my Lord, fure you woudn' 7 
Lord Tor. And you ſhall have mine for a locket. 
Fanny. You think me a filly girl, but I know 
enough, never to give tokens, or accept mon 
ut 


— — —— 
<7 — N 4 


— — ER CEA eons ES LES? £4 
8 r — ——— ne | _ — 


what you mean, by A ſo much of my go- 


go + 7 Eh! bach 


but from my papa, and one befides, a certain— | 
not an old Lord! but a young man. 15 my 
| new ſong ſays, 5 | „„ 


| 2 4 A ö Ea 
A ec . [i 


Laſſes all are ſimple, 
So the wiſc/one's ſay : 
Caught by bluſh or 8 n \- 
Wo is filly pray? ? N 
= The 115 and, and the ſtar, e 
One ſmile brings on a par, 9 
With ruſtic maid, in her ftockings blue 1 
ee is the laſſes cue. n 
For ting, ting, ting, ting "= 
I can dance, and fing. 
| 3 Minus. * 


TT. 
When the boy we fancy 

LH. comes to Woo: 
ay or * | 5 | 
41 ow what to do. F 
Tho' mantling cheek denies, 
And language of the eyes, 
When the tongue gives your words unkind, 

Take in her lence the In pe 

1 Our tin 5 tin * 9 

"ok can dance — "by ting 

(Weick St) 


— 


Re-enter L'CErLLET. - 


L' illet. Here, my Lord, be de beautẽ Lady. 
Fanny. What a monkey you are, F don't know _ 


verneſs. : 


Enter Avev STA. 


Auguſta. Oh, are you here Fanny, the Baue, 
in that room are ſo faſcinating, 
Lord Tor. 


8 
o 


25 he! ſhe's going to abuſe you. (apart) 


* 
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| Lord Pr. Lee has gpod rate, ſhe's a love- 
0 creature; (bows) ſervant ma am. | 


£ . 
A | 
. Ye 6 1 P 4 


Auguſta.” Sir | (cure) f © 

Fanny. Miſs ! never mind this old | groan "BG 
he's only the houſe Wenk ay ot : 

Lord Tor. Od! ein en 


Auguſta. (looking FA) Something in the man- 
ner of the beauties at Hampton Court—true, I've | 
been told what he is. 

Fan. What do they ſay of my Lord? he,” ie, 

Auguſta. Fancy habits, or Ew in their real 
chart * 

Lord Tor. Both, 3 they. are W chat 
his Lordſhip's heart has at times been devoted to. 
Augut . And his Lordſhip, I preſume, has 
ban himſelf into the idea, that he was at times 

in poſſeſſion of their hearts. (Lord Torrendel bows. ) 

Fanny. Now, what do you bow for? Miſs wasn t 
ſpeaking of you, Mr. Old Steward. 8 

Auguſta. I was told he s very vain. 20 

Fanny. Yes! he's quite a conceited figure, and 
as grey as a badger—isn't he, Mr. Old Steward? ? 
(Ga I faid he'd abuſe you. 5 
Auguſta. What a ſweet — in chat coun - 
— (Pointing to a picture) F 
Tord Tor. Her loſs, madam, makes a chaſm in 

his Lordſhip's heart, never to be filled but by a 
face, the lovely emblem of this collected group of 
2 (Lows fo ber) That is Min Enilly Wo 

ine. | 
Auguſta. My couſin l then am I in the dort 
her baſe deſtroyer! _ 

Lord Tor." What's the matter Madam? | | 14 

Auguſta. Not _—_— om Im not n well. 

VOL. 1. Come, - 


— 


8 22 


8 ne VAGARIES; 1 
i a, 4 dar! heavens! have x ben 


talking to — Nn 


Lord Tor. Stay, my divine ants; 80 


Auguſta. My Lord, it ill ARG my — 0 


| and humble life, to offer. admonition, where age >. 

ſhould be the monitor of i inexperience ; and exalt- 
ed rank, only illuſtrious in virtuous. example. The 
veil of delicacy drops between my. mind and tongue 
Il cannot ſay what I think you: but the bitter 


reproachwall yet reach your heart, when your only 2 | 


hope lies in pardon oo FE bad life, Bom, Perhaps, a 
too. late repentance. -// peg yor 

Fanny. What, has my governel run- away why 
Miſs 1. Miſs! . ExH. 

Lord Tor. Her words — N me - but [ 
myſt have her—the only being worthy to — 
the place of my loſt Emily, and baniſh all ot 
purſuits from my mind; from her good ſenſe l al 
enjoy rational ſociety—and from her beauty—yes, 
1. Eillet muſt rait. whos h he oy, n begun. 


* 3 
Eu- Pot ahi e. N 
Robinſon. But hop can 1 dar this crazy Lords 
getting in. 11 


Thomas. You 5 ee to help it, you're a 


rare porter for a; Nobleman i Walk. away from 


the Lodge leaye the dòdor open, and let people in 
that my lord has ordered to be kept out. 
Robinſon; Well, for my part, I couldn't "a 


that any body had a greater right than a n 


to come into his father s houſe. 5 
Thomas, A bleſſed babe this he treated me 

with a bottle of wine juſt now, but by the Harry 

he made my back. "_ the wan. aca . 


—— 


13 
A 
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Arthan (within) Pack of feoundrels 1! 
_ +» Thomas;\ Aye there he is running from rom ws 
room. - What a row ve all have Un Keep onBqt 
f the ſcrape however... ll. 
20 \ Nang K eecktk NA a 1 I'w is, 1 *. Höß, Jill - 
Ir Dir Awravl 2 2 
= Sd 50 ttt En 14351 4383000 79 Viet Jud 
Arthur. Prevent'a dutiful ſow from ſteititz his 
' honor'd parent! where's my father v0 00 
_ Robinſon. Why Sir, my Lord is Wirtin that's 
certain; I'm the porter, und I'm afraid ſhall 
get at the wrong ſicle of the doury lor letting you 
306" 7) | PT 24 2 : mig -/ 
Arthur. Indeed you're not fit for a great man's 
porter—you're too haneſt—when 'a poor man 
comes to his gate, /your-trand pen the chutliſh 
key obeys the voice of pi mei vou ſhall 
live with me -u ſhall be my Mmoner, and dif- 
tribute my whole roaſted onen, and buts of al.. 
vou ſhall give away d couple of thouſand. à yer 
when I get them but its dangerous for you to 
know me now. Go. [Tx \Robinſon. 
Yes, oh by heaven my father ſhall fee me, PII 
convince him Fm à good boy and 1 will be his 
comfort, and, though he commands me td be 
gone, I'll ſtay with him to prove. my obedience. | 
What a pity that the omiſſion of ſaying a few | 
words, before I was born, ſhould-prevent me from 
being lawful heir to this caſtlel perhaps the pride 
of my father | the darling of the tenants! fayour- 
ite of the neighbours, and friend to the poor 
now, a wretched outcaſt, ſhunned like a ſavage, 
foe to mankind, and man at enmity with me! no - 
eſtabliſhment!; profeſſion ] friend, or character, 
no gentle ward, no complacent ſmile, evettx 
tongue is the vehicle of coarſe reptoach, add. 
- 44 every 


f 


„ __ 0 nw" aca” „ 


? every face meets me with a c 
my father, Where are you? 5 round. avith _ 


= 
. 
* n 
RY * 
: | 


frown." ob! 


97 045 not ſhun me, II kneel, till you ſpurn | 


me from you that face ! (looks at a picture) it is i 


my mother. I heard of his lordſhip's gallery of 


beauties—quite an exhibition for every ſtarer : 


but my dear mother ſhall no more be diſhonour- 


ed, by making one in this unhappy collectian-—- 


no, by heavens: her misſortunes ſhall be no 


longer the topic, for the ſneering comments off 


vulgarity and ill; nature. (lifts the picture doum) 


e why don't you come up? GIN "OS 
77 5 rue Lor Tonasabus, ans Lazy. ** 


Fi 


find out, I did keep all de money, 
me for his ſon's ſupport. . rg! 


155 


1 YI Tor. What ur proar i chi in ee hooks 1 


IL'Eillet. Sacriſtie | by dis meetin 


milor will 
cid give 


—— 3 — — — 


Lord Tor. Have ings 125 buſineſs wich me, Sir? 
who are you 
Arthur. { falls 4 on his Shs ol points to pilture) 


- Sr, this was my mother. (Lara Torrenael looks | 


at both, puts bis handkerchief. to his eyes.) 
-» L'CEillet. Diantre! he is ſoftened,” and Iam 


ruined—milor, h here be Nils Avgulta in de ball 


ſtill. (apart) <6 
Tord Tor. Begone! center bim of cogritn . | 


flowly and then turns) My ſon, the child of Emi- 


1 at. e 


[ Exit in great emotion. 
. This our Grſt interview fince my in- 
fancy! my father not to ſpeak to me! now where 
to turn Il think I have ſome honour but I have 
wrong'd the induſtrious trade men what muſt 
they think of me? —ſo ſanguine in my hopes — 
a blaſted by this father's alan is ound 
| t us 


* , | yp} 


OR, THE: NEGLECTED SON. N 
— * — - 
chus to Fe me to the horrors of contempt, | 
ſhame, and poverty. Many have been baniſhed 
their country for what I have done deſerve/it— 


it may come to that.—Diſtration.! Oh 1. my fa- 


ther, hear, ſave me !—no, no, no! he's deaf to 
the voice of nature. Nou * derm a, 
ir. it menen 1 ng 


A 


" Enter Tino 1 


nn Well, and- you {aw your papa d Go- 
y | 

wy Take that picture to my lodging 
farewell father. (Cal img of off at the fide, turns tender- 
ly to the . ) Oh! my mother. (burſts into 
. Jears) _ . Timolin with the . 


* 
” a 4 


* 


. 
£ .* 


END OF THE SECOND Ar. 
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Six Hans. 


Cram a fine daſhing fellow into their priſons 
for hats and ſhoe- buckles! , Sha'n't. What a 
bright model this Arthur for my ſon George! yet 
if he had but life and ſoul to ſhew it, George is a 
compleat and finiſh'd pattern fer moſt of our 
young men. I don't 3 any one thing that 
my boy is not perfect maſter of, muſic, dancing, 
fencing, languages, a magazine of accompliſn- 
ments: ſet him to country ſports, he excels every 
body; he's as keen as an attorney, has the 
courage- of a maſtiff, generous as the Man of 
Roſs ! but hang it, all his ſhining qualities cloud- 
ed by want of ſpirit to. daſh ! Oh, if I could but 
ſee him à bold free daſher ! $SIHH# 


\ 


4 
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Enter 
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R, THE"NEGLECTED SON 
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iy * % 
| #1 it» 
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k | 1 2 2 * — p 
- . . eine. $3 « 4 * 1 9 p 
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Eu Ronin Hoors. vs Ng A SE © 


Robin . Sir, "who ſhould pak me-juſ no but 487 
the young 

Sir H. What, my * George whifh'd „y por 88 
in a Phæten? wn e nga” e * T 


"Eur Giesen Buzons, | 5 "big 
Gene by; what the devil's this fore of figure? 5 
— Sir, how are you? (calmly) 
Spare no expence for you to appear like | 
a prince; give yon money to flaſt in à ſhining 
tour, to be here and there, before any body can 
tell where you are, and when I expected you to 
come, tearing up the pavement, in a phaeton as 
high as the clouds, over chickens, old women, 
and pigs, all the people jumping out of the way, 
with huzza for the young Squire, here you ſneak 
into town, limping like 'a lame Highlander on a 
march, covered with duſt as if you had been danc- 
ing in a canniſter of Scotch ſnuff. *Sblood,” Sir! 
what do you mean by this behaviour 
George. Sir, on my leaving home you gave me 
a five hundred pound note, and fix guineas; 
there's your note—T've ſtill one pound five and 
ſeven- pence in bank. (touching bis poctet. 
Sir H. Devil's in you and your 1 
I wiſh you were both in the ſtocks you pitiful curs 
Damn me- if I 'havn't' a mind to diGoherit you, | 
and adopt Robin Hoofs. Robin, go to the Roſe / 
inn, and beſpeak the beſt dinner they can pro- 
vide for I and a George _ _ gn Arthur, if 


we can find bim. "=. [Exit Robin H. 
| Can. 
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| ; Goat 1 In Boots. 5 $44 .. 


| where I ſupp'd-— 45 7 874 N WO: 


two Miſs Sandfords, drove by in a coach and 
them. 
| Where did your noble honour dine? (irpnical) 


to uy 55 myſelf from the open air, as] had : a COU» | 


tronical. ) 


8 IE. VAGARIES; 5 18 


George. Why, Sir, I am a ice hungry (takes. 
, —_— from bit poctet.. 0 
Sir H. By the Lord! a ſon of mine knawing a 
cruſt in the open ſtreet! fr 
George. Sir, as I paid for it at the laſt debe 


Sir H. Supp'd at an Ae 
George. Yes, Sir, a neat little * Gen of the Vo 


Sir H. And perhaps fome of my friends in dein 1 
coaches. ſaw 4 0 i 
George. Ves, Sir, Lady Beechgrove, a. the: 


four; they didn't ſee me at *. 2 1 ſaluted 
n ee be the Goat in Bond 


ae”) Sat upon the mile- ſtone this ſide Saliſ- 
(Sir Hans ſtares.) Sir, I had no occaſion 


ple of hard eggs in my pocket. 
* * And I ſuppoſe a brought fe in von 
pocket? Yo 
2 Ves, Sir, and a penny y.roll. | : 
Sir H. His penny roll has choak d me! 55 
where did your honour take your _— pes 


George. True, Sir, 1 lipp'd off the bank into 
the river, as I was getting a little water in the | 
brim of my hat. 135 

Sir is The devil take n chat took ”_ out 

ain! | 
George. Father, the «ings ot me an appetite; 
after my repaſt, I was neither dry nor hungry ; I 


drank no wine 3 but then I was free from an head- 


2 4 544 * | ; ache, 


ache, and, without mixing in :coinganyy" ray heart 
Was chearful. rab 
Sir HE (afide) This gay Arthur will make him 


another thing. But Bick ins will have the con- 44 


ſtables after him. George, you'll give me-what 
information you've picked up in your tour; Hor 
they manage their machines and lodging houſes: - 


what they do, and what they don't do, that 


may know what I ought to do. 

George. Ca'n't make up that other; ſix X-pence 
—oh! the halfpenty to the boy for opening; the 

ate 8 Bai £32203 FRAY 

p Sir H. Dem the bags come poliſh yourſelf up; 
a little, my ward Miſs Auguſta Woodbine's come 
from London, and I've/a certain reaſon for her 
thinking well of you. If ſhe ſhould ſee you ſo— 
Ca an handkerchief,” and 'whiſts tie du of) 
uch an appearance, by the Lord ſeems: as: eaſy, 
and ſatisfied, as if dreſt 0 a _ og ne 
make you aſhameddꝰ 02 K 
George. Vil take care ; to do nothing that can 
make me aſhamed. 
Sir H. Here's the Lady 1 try What effect 
an accidental meeting may have. Now to know! 


what they have done with the BR Arthur! —_ 


es bruſh. 


Enter FANNY, -: . {| A 2 AN | 


George. I fear I've loſt my-clo 


Fang: Bleſs me! where. can the, he? ih ſhe | 


_ run home, and told. Papa. , ſhak Ne it in 

. 

George. Fanny how do you Jo; my e 18 
Fanuv. My y fear Omer, n did vou 

come? Lord! I'm fo glad?” zel 45515 ard Wi 
George. You look as — as erer. 


+ 


vo. 1. N N 
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Fam. Thank'ye; S e en Jour 

| ie t look ſo charming. 

_ + George. I ſhould make myſelf a little devent; 
Fay. Then run home, and change your dreſs. 
"George. Oh, no occaſion, i I've my n 


braſh in * pocket. (retires broftn wen a 
e bur, Avovsta. nn 0 15 
9 21, JITUTSS | "FEA 
(© Fanny. oh! governeſs, Tre been running | 
| about after vou. 

. Auguſta. What could induce you to — 
into Lord Totrendel's houſe ? ſure you 

that he is a very dangerous character.. 
Fay. Lord, its no ſuch thing, who who. could 
have told you that? his Lordſhip has no more 
pride! he's not aſham'd'at-making one in a game 
of romps, even with his own ſervant maids. 
a; Ah, Fanny, when our ſuperiors of | 
the other ſex condeſcend to affability, inſtead of 
exalting, it is for the purpoſe: of degrading us to 
a ſtate of the moſt pitiable humiliation. 

Funny. Now. don't be angry" Kee me, ru in · 
eroduce Rm o — 51 : 


| Gtonon—abvance, we I bout 


— 


/ 


0 Oh, 105 more of your introduRtions, | 

pray. | 

Fanny. 1 with, tho”; Mifs Auguſta, this is— 

\ Auguſta. A Mr. young Steward, I. ſuppoſe. 
Fanny. Ha, ha, ha ! George you don't know 

what we're laughing at apart) Miſs, don't go 

tell him that I play at ſhuttlecock with oy Lord 

in the great gallery, 

* A piece of his lordiing 8 eosdeccerden 

didn't 


I — 


* * ; 

.. ͤͤ¶— ——_—_ 

— — — n 
r Ps 1 - 


wes © IG” 
- 1 — 3 
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I didn't "MA before, My guardian' g fon, I pre- , 


ſume, 


George. The deſcription of Miſs Auguſta Wood - 


bine falls ſhort of what : have Be. Dangers to ; 


behold. (hows) 
Fanny. There I told ee he was a ſmart fellow 


o Come, e, you ſhall be our 
chaperon about the town, but yOu. are an r 
TY beau. 5 


I'll attend you on your rambles—Ma- of 
cam—Fanoy will your NOROYT my arm. 
- 100%” 2 his rm. 


Enter ArTHUR, Ye 3g | 20 


ae Ha! odds. Madam, my arm is at 


your ſervice. (to Auguſta.) 
Auguſta. Do you know this Gentleman? 11 * 


Fanny.) 


IOEC? 4＋ 


Tusa Man with frai..' 


Fanny. Lord, true, this is Afſembly night... 
Mon. Gentlemen, treat the Ladies. 
_ „ The Ladies don't want—ſhall we. 

v 


Arthur. Quite a W ha! peftarines fo ears 
ly! Madam. (offering fruit.) 
1. SIX Are a guinea. 
Arthur. There! (gives money. „ 
S. — Sir, by no N n e 
eorge. Mils, an apple Fanny 
Arthur. Theſe are b ls, = ffi) be 
tempted by a, paltry pippins. A rang them | 
about.) 1 
George. Sir, what d' ye mean? (angry) PUN 


| 


Ever” 


* 
— — 


1 N . ö N ol ö | | ; 4 . : \ . 

* 8 : - 25 * #& #2 #7 + 0 1 | > 4 
52 n p 

; - TT 

2 . * 25 d 


ee eee ne 0 A 
3 bine, and Clit. | OS rat 


(2-33.35 | «4 

oy ; Whig Good Gentlemen and Ladies, Tre * 

ſick huſband lying in priſon. 

* eaten. For debt? what is it? ( apart) 
Yeoman. Above eighteen ſhillmgs. . ' 
George. (loud) Pray go—don't: teize ovoght 7 

Wes Ailtreſs 3 is only the conſequence of idleneſs. 

I'd never encourage beggars | 80 Ser | 
money apart.) plaguing one. 

Woman. Sir, it's a guinea! 

BY ang Well, don't trouble one now. (loud) 
Get your huſband out of priſon, and comfort 
your. child. (apart ; fings careleſuly, and ts them 0 
N Auguſta. What's this ? FR, Fﬀ Fo 
Fanny. Bleſs you, governeſs, he is always do- 
ing theſe kind of things. He'd grudge himſelf a 
penny cheeſecake, yet maintains and clothes | 
half the poor round; he's king of a ſmall jſland | 
near his father's. ſeat; who is fuch a ſtingy as 
| curmudgeon. | 
Alu. What a pitiful ſcoundrel am, I. My 
guinea nectarines, and little penny-worth of 
pippins, with the benevolent heart of a god! Sir, 
if I dare beg the honour of your acquaintance 
I haven't a card, but I'm over at—— -». 

George. Sir, I'll put down your addreſs; (takes | 
out his pencil) points broke (takes out pen-knife) | 
cutting it nne, up both) 0 Sir, 
III remember. 

Funty. What ſignifies your bowing - there? 
come and pay ſome attention to me. 

Arthur. (looking at | Auguſta.) How charming ! 
iy! a block am I, ber: 1 8 an hour to a 
| oY, and never look at her! : 


= i Akile. 


oo . 
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Augubs. Fanny; we we muſt be walking: towards | 


your papa's. Ty 
Fanny. But Your hav'n't ſeen our bell won | 
here. . * 8 | 


Ari. Ballroom l We do you know, Im 6 We 
a moſt capital vi Jr a "Marky: 3 
worthy friend, a word. i 4 

' George es els as many as 9 88 Plesk. . 

3 he 

© Rents Lord! that. rattle ch Petty ragged ; 

| Gb up into the Aſſembly-rœom g T hope its 
not to fight —if he goes to fight, George will 
kill him. 8 4 fiddle Fa. above.) That hel. na d 
his ſweet little finger. | 
Agua. What an Ae me 
Fanny, did you ever ſee any kikeye(e: of. this 

| ſtrange gentleman? - 

Fay. Ahl the image of Miſs Woodbine” $ 
AT. its Lord Torrendel's great boy. 

ou Auguſta. The ey raps 15 of mY unhappy 
C n $725 


"Enter Tine | 


| Timolin, To drive him in' ſorrow 8 1 | 
doors my poor maſter now is ſunk in grief . 1 
woe. 

Arthur. (without) Bravo! {titers e bs) 

dies, pon my word, my friend is an excellent 
ſtick ; his reſpects to you, Miſs, and my moſt 
bumble adoration to you, Madam, we'll _— a 
little dance above. 

Auguſta. Oh, Sir! no, no! come Ela 
Fauny. Lud! it would be fine fun, ee 
don't you fee how cloudy it gets; I'm ſure there 
will be a ſhower, and if I walk thro” the raid, you, 


W erneſs, ought to be very angry with me. 
* * 1258 Artbur- 


* 


= 
* 
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Artbur. Bye, Ma'am, wou'd you fad your 
85 dreſs? we ſhall bare a daſhing ſhower. 
[Fan holds ee a 
N No, dead come Fanny. 
Arthur. Tou, Sir, where's: my mother? 12 
- Timolin. With your father. I left the War 1 
in the porter's lodge; for the Fnchann has 
turn d away the porter for letting you in. 
Arrbur. Go back, and bring it to my joddin | 
7 or I'll mafſacre you. een e eli 5 
be wich you, boy. | 
Fa. But, Sir, as chat young man plays, | 
where's my partner / 3 
Arthur. I'll whiſtle, ſing, and Hans + all in 4 
breath. (puts an arm round each, and run in.) 
Molin. (whiſtles) A pity that Chriſtians hav'n't 
2 a lay hing and crying fe to their faces; for wa, 
| table fit of ſorrow, up ſtarts 
give us an he, he, hel and when the — oY 
opened for a grin, up goes the finger in the eye 
with an ho, ho, ho - but my face muſt take the 
humour and fortunes of my maſter ; in the road of 
life the ſmall muſt follow the great, and that's the 
reaſon the big coach- wheel runs afier the little 


one. | e 
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SCENE II. 
The Inn. 


Enter Tanne een introducing Lavy ToxurnvaL, 
and Miss CIA RS. 


Landlacy, Won't you pleaſe to Fe Ma” am "i | 
Lady Tor. I thank you, but & long ſhut up in 
| 47 0 


74 * 


* 


a carriage; one ſhould: reſt walking. Mis 
will you be ſo kind as to alk the Böen 2 ve 

left my memorandum-book/in the each? 4 
M Clare) Some / handſome equipages abonʒt 


here! have you many gentry in che town; 


Landlady. Oh, yes Ma am, we've a Aa. and | 


tt ab eee e 07 
it Ne enter Mrss Cups. 10 t 
1005 Clare, Here, Ma'am, is the book, . 
Lady Tor. Oh! I thank you. , | 
Lantech. Vil haſten the Borte. 3 
Lady Ter. My. Lord had a ſeat. in this part of 
the coubtty, 110 I think a banking agent of his 
lives in this town, (looks in the book). Kr, Dickies, 
yes, very true. 
Miſs Clare. This ſcems a charming plac, my 
Lady! 
Lady Tor. 1 24 1 with my Lotd hadn't x 
ed with it! the caſtle and its delightful 1 


were the tranquil ſcenes of = moſ ha 


hours! after marriage our firſt years, were pals vY 
here, and tho* there was title on his fide, aud 
great wealth on mine, yet ours was not a match 
of faſhion ! neither ambition on” my part, or 1 
think) avarice on his; very young to be ſure, 
but then I was a little ptüloſopher, tho” bred in 
the full brilliant certainty of every dazzling joy 
that riches cou'd beftow, yet my ſight was 
proof againſt the glare of fplendor, My Lord 
was gay, accompliſh'd, and "the crolity of a 
youthful mind * d all . of advantage in 
our union, 


Miſs Clare. Ab, Madam! any Gentleman woſt 
think himſelf pofſeſs'd of every og in a 
| Y 


Lady ö 


union with your Ladyſhip. 
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Lady Tar; 1 wiſh 1 had. myſelf gone to e 


with my Lord; this journey ſeems ſo tedious,” | 
and then the uncertainty of the ſeas ; thro his 
indiſpoſition he may want that tender corduality,/ 


in me; VOOR ee Nacedd; 4 


CORE 1 35 BY 14 4. » 
"Enter Coch, wi ha 1 5 


e Madani'the horſes are too, but. does 1 


— 5 
4. 1 ; V? ET 


— Ladyſhip know my Lord's here? 


Lady Tor. Here! how! what do you We 
Coachman. In this Yery't town Ay Lady's I met 


out old Martha. 


Lady Tor. Impoſſible! return'd to Hol! 


| ſomething very myſterious—— | n 


Dick. (without) ell; 'what is it? 61 "fy 'E: 


Lilli. (without) I cannot talk yo Lor bu- 


a1 pabloentre/ !t!t 5 
Ns Ter. Eh, why—lure- that is * Lord's 
valet; Is 
Miſs Clare. It certainly Is, Madam. Th 7; "ay 
Lady Tor. Huſh, ſtep this way; Heavens! oh, 
my heart—well—Martha you 33 me (agi- 


tated „ 8 e 1 


Mag Drextxs and Ler- {+ bl 5 


Dick. Really, ſince, my 'Lord's lofty. conduct 
to me, I ſhall give up his affairs. Te wy * 


| cies, and my bank to mind. 


L'MCEillet. Bank! vat! de little till in your 
boutique ? you had better ſend challenge to mi 
Lor—ſwell and puff! ma foi! c'eſt comique ga! 
let mi. Lor take his money out of your bank, 
den vat is your bladder of conſequence. _ 

Dick, Sblood I don't want any Wy to take: 
their money out of my bank, | 

"DE 


u. THE NEGLECTED So b. 57 1 


pai. Here be a freſh pacquet of letters. 


Dict. Which I am to forward, as viſual, to 8 158 


| Lady Torrendel in Cumberland. 


Lille. I have date em, fo 28 to make mi : ay” 


Lady believe my Lor ſtill at Liſbon. oth 
Dick. To keep the unſuſpecting wife wy 


amongſt the lakes there, whillt the gallant huſ- 


band enjoys his UNS in his pleaſure OE 
here. f 
L'iller. Mi Low" to ſpare bimſelf from wri- 
ting, ſtill fineſſe de ſprain hand, and trouble me 
vid de vife—ſo dere I ave'writ aat whole bundle 
for her at vonce. I ave upon my mind des af- 
faires d importance to get 1 Pretty girl for mi 
* 1 

Dick. And I, as a atria, Ry to ſend this 
young dog to priſon, who has been: digs, up 


the tradeſmen's * p 
L'Eillet. Magiftirate! fi aue! petit bourgeois 
you huff abaut pah! *- Exit. 


Dick. Who cares for your paw, or your four 
claws, you outlandiſh cockatoo! l en pot theſe 
one by one, which firſt? 


Re-enter La by TogkxNDEi 0 


Lady Ter. My Lord in England all this time 

Dick. Dated this "dap Lady Torrendel. 
(reading. e 
Lady Tor. How's this! (afide) 847 

Dick. Then to give time for her to cuppols:i it 
came from her Lord at Liſbon, where he has 
not been at all, ber Ladyſhip ſhall have this in 
about a month. | 
Lady Tor. A little ſooner, if you pleaſe, Sir. 605 
vancing. 1 

Dick, My Lady d r. the letters ond. 

VOL. I. 
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exit confuſed... Enter Miſe Clare; T picks them up and | 
gen! ” 

Lady Tor. (opening on) Separate dimſelf from | 
me. by ſuch à complicated ſeries of invention, 
and by fallacious accounts of his W-health, keep 
me in perpetual uneaſineſs l cruel man! make 
me believe he had fold his effate here, yet re- 
tain it only for the haſe purpoſe of converting a 

FEES: ſpot (that brings to my mind the ſweet recollec- 
| tion of delight, and innocence) into àa contami- 
nated retreat for licentious, guiky, ſordid plea- 
ſures! you charg d the coachman not to merition 
who 1 am? but 1 fear that now is too late. 
- Miſs Clare. No, Maam, for his own diſcre- 
tion ſuggeſted the neceſſity of os before I men- 

tioned it tohim. | 

Lac Ter, Do you think too, if the people of 

this houſe know it, I can engage * to keep | 

my arrival a ſecret. | 

. Miſs Clare. The woman promiles Par for. tho? | 
my - ſpends fo much money, he's no fa- 
vourite in the town, from the Knowledge. of his 
ill uſage to your Ladyſhip, _ 

Lady Tor. I wou'dn't have him deſpiſed; but 
how to gain full and certain proofs ? to put be- 
yond all doubt his motive for ſecretin 8 bimſelf 
here? f te 

Mijs Clare. So 85 I have kin the Liberty 4 
anticipating your Ladyſhip's g wiſh.” 1 have alk” 


Martha — 
Lady Tor. My good friend 1 a thouſand thanks! 


Im charm'd with. your zeal. Yes, it is my with; 
what! Martha will convey me privately: into the 
Caſtle? delightful! I think none of his ſervants 
know me here, but his French Secretary. Write 


to me b a ſervant! not n my Letters! un- 
7 18 # kind ! 
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kind! uograteful ! dut then, to teal upon him, 
it's a ſevere trial m faint ! but I muſt ſummon 


een 1 ſee Ive been "Torrens come 


Ua an | 

| SCENE m. 3 

4 Parlour f in Diek 15 large Books hing on 7 
| 5 ble. | 


W Ener Ioan az TRADESIEN. 


7b Step in, only ſtop a moment, my mac 
ter will be in directly, and take all your Wer- 
mations. You know I can do nothing in 18 | 

xit. 

iſt Man The. young Gentleman is thought- 
leſs and wild, but I believe's. there: not — 
harm in him. 

2d Man. I don't think I can and! in my "heart 
wy proſecute, if the affair is likely to affect his 


zd Man. He's but a bad one 1 fear, yet rd 
not hang a man for all the boots I'm Kane 


Dick So, the Lady has got into the Calle. 
ſhe'll trim his gay lordſhip—yes, ſhe has ſtole a 


march upon him—he ſha'n't hear of it from me. 


Oh what curtain lectures, perhaps à divorce, 
then maybe -he'll marry my — (aſide) 1 
pretty buſineſs this young buck | 

2d Man. If he can raiſe the money to pay me 
I don't wiſh to hurt bim. 


Dig. © 


— 3 
— R + * me Set 
0 4 > q 2 5 
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1 : he deſired me to gi 


N 


Vou ſelfiſh man, would you compound a felony ; 
_ family-name of D'Aumerle down 1 in a een 


Fellow, where's your pris "ner? 


but after another dance will wait N 
up rarely. 


drel, I ſuppoſe you took a bribe. 


vou, ſicrah! John, what are you about in the 


3 * LIFE VAGARIES: 
Dick. Pay you, oh! I ſhall loſe my fees! (0 


Some revenge upon the father, to have the great 


' & 6-4 
Run ons rul. „ e 


1 1 


Conſe, Pleaſe your worſhip, he be dancing | 
you this bit of paper.. 
Dick. I fend you for a thief, and you bring 

me a bit of paper — be be dauncing ! (reads 140 
Lord Arthur D'Aumerle's compliments to 8 — 
tice Dickins, is now engaged with ſome Lad 


Cone. Yez, there bes young Squire Burgeſs 
got fiddling, and Miſs Fanny, they be jigging it 


Dick, My daughter! is this the firſt leſſon | 
from her new Governelſs ! but you ſtupid ſcoun- | 


Conſt, Noa, Sir, I only took rn 81 
Dick. How dare you, only à Conſtable, med- 
dle with the Juſtice's buſineſs. A notorious of- 
fender; charged with crimes of life and death ! 
he come! no! he'll abſcond—we [ha'n't ſee him 
in a hurry. 4 < 
Arthur. (without) 1 want the Juſtice! 
Dick. Why, that's he, but you find no Juſtice 
here (afide) I muſt examine the culprit in form; 


ſhop, when I want you in my office? weighing 
raiſins and pepper; down with the ſcales an 
balance, and ng my. great books, and my 
ink-ſtand, aye! and PII take my chocolate here. 
e 
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(Chocolate, &c. brought in; Ditkins £m 1 puts 
on h and 1 Fe 22S A ee, Conftable. 
Ne Ra ot PEP re I 1. 
„Wü ee 0 ee wil 


171 | EIn 7 
Artbur. Pve fniſh'd ons: Cotancs in à quick 
ſtep, and, with a kiſs hand to the Ladies, have 
flown to receive your commands. | 
Dick. (ade) Now, is this folly,” inipudence, 


courage, or generolity'?. © 
Arthur. Upon the information of the butter ·d 


muffins, Juſtice Dickins, een — fits "on 


the table, and cats.) R 
Dit. Sir, upon the informution of the Conf. 


table, a great age, 1 preſume — but 1755 honor 


I didn't 3 [oe 
Arthur. Oh! then Sir, your moſt obedient = 


( going} | 
Dick. Stop! top! is this the man x 'that took: | 
your goods? rr 1 


Tradeſman. Ves! | 

Dick. Enough! write his mittimus—you' all 
proſecute; what's your name Mr. ee 

Aribur. Lord Arthur D' Aumerle. EY 

Dick. Alias Duke of Dunſtable, alias Captainy! 
alias Major, 

Arthur. Was my father ſtill in the army, ra 
have enliſted a common ſoldier in his own regi- 
ment—then the world-might have ſaid, there's 
Lord Torrendel's fon carrying a knapfack but 
now let it ſay, a parent ſuffers his child to ſie in 
priſon for the neceſſaries of life. C ddt you 
carry me to gaol by the caſtle? 

Dick. Conſtable, you have my authority, rake 


him. 
Aer 


+2 '8 . * ö 
85 885 ku Sin Hans... Ar IG, 
N 10 


fie . No man in Eoglind ſhall take. hy of 
My prince of bold actions, what are _ going. 

to do with you? ; 
Dit. Conduct him to priſon! | 
3, H. 1 11 bail him. G 

Arthur. Pray be quiet, Sir. 

Sir H. I won't de quiet, Sir. | 
Dick, But, here's an affault and 8 
be bound over to keep the peace for a al 3 
a quarter - no, a year and a day. _ 

Sir H. ll anſwer for him ! aye, two thouſind 
pounds! there's wy: am fill up the inſtru- 
ment. (gn) 

Dict. Oh! very well: he'll fave his needs, and. 
you'll loſe your money—let him out [gg ne 
catch him again if you can. 9 

Arthur. Does your little raſcally ſoul, conceive | 
I'd let a friend ſuffer for an act of benevolence, 
and to myſelf?-No! human laws may puniſh 
other crimes ; but, let the hotteſt bolt of hea- 
ven ſtrike ingratitude. | 

Timolin, (without) Sweet Mr. Conſtable, pon - - 


my falvation 1 men t 4; | 
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Ke enter Con STABLE, with T OL ( priſoner). 


_r 


Conſt. Meaſter, here: be's an accom pliſh. 
 Timolin. I'm not ment. I'm "_ a bog 
trotter. (crying) 
Conſt. The picture chat was robb'd out ü 
Dickins. What, you found i upon him ? A, 
Conti. Upon his very head. | 
Dick. You notorious criminal ! 


A. — U— 
reer ee 
C 67 * 
6, Y * * 
* Pry — * 
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Jimolin. 
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 Timolen. 5 maſter to be jumping Abe with 
Ladies, and leave me oh! my dear 
(runs to Arthur.” * Tradeſmen "wh 72 
inting to Sir Hans) did he! then plaiſe your 
= will you be bound bail for me 7868. 
Sir H. For you! pardon rmwʒwdeeee. 
Timolin. No, Sir! aſk them to pardon me. 


* ff * 
4 14 . = "HASSLE 
b i . 9 : 


Enter GzoncE. N. bn, bras / 


er Mr. Dickins, Fm: making up a all 
e ee was change coming to me yeſterday 
when 1 bought the Raiko ound of Six-ſhilling 
| Southoog, ru ce yor for it, it wah _ | 
Pence. RRE | 
Dicko Confound* your ane. peace, ir, coc | 
into Court for your nine-pence. {12/195 47 111 , 
Sir H. And burn your Souchong 
Arthur. Come, Come, my ſuper- excellent | 
friends, you ſhould know each otheri—1 have 
not the honor of knowing your name, Sir, but 
give me leave to . you to Sit Hans Bur- 
gels, an exceeding worthy Gentleman, who has 
a ſon, a mean' ſpirited young ſoaken ſot that gets 
tipſey with water, and dines on bread and cheeſe 
at the Goat in Boots. — Sir Hans, this is Mr. - 
however, he has a ſoul to relieve poor Debtors 
out of priſon, yet has a father, the very devil of 
an old avaricious Curmudgeon.“ | 
George. Now, Sir, Give me leave to introduce 
my father, —( po 2 int ing to Sir Hans) 3 
Sir H. My Lord, My Son, (preſenting George) | 
Arthur. Eb! 6 furpr; "ed and confuſed ; 
George. Oh, my triend, where's the fine Bau 
I aw on your heads (to Timolis. ) 
Dick. There he ſaw it on his head, —Swear it. 


(to Georgey » 
Sir E. 


ora 381 


n eee VAGARIES; | 
Sir Get along rau raſcal, an Informer _ 


(puſte him off.) * 18 FA k 
Dick, Take away your e 5 "a 2 Jy 
: Arthur. I'll bail my ſervant, © nt 


Dick. You!-a rare ſhadow! ah! friend. 1 
know you. Thanks to the noble Lord Torren= 
del's gallantries, we've twenty ſuch Lords cut- 
ting cabbages, and drudging for oyſters, down 
kt Sandgate Ifland---but becauſe your mother 
had a pretty face, a bee weg and vo Fir- | 
tue 
Arthur. Te a reſlection on my aca 
parent ! defame the ſacred memory of the dead ö 
the only univerſal epitaph ſhould 
vion to the frailties of mmm SI wander 
him, by heavens! BOD © 
| Timolin. No occaſion to ſwear, you've fad it, 
and you'll do t. 
Sir H. Hold! the devil's in you ; Ants: the 
pore and I loſe my two thouſand pounds. 
Arthur. True, my dear friend. -oh] I burn 
with fury. but your Worſhip's wig can't ſwear 
a battery. (twirls. it) There's Burn's Juſtice, 
Blackſtone, and Coke upon Littleton. Kerlen 2 
books about) Come along, Timo lin 
Trmolin. Maſter, ſtay for me- take me- 
Sir H. Oh! what a bright model for my fon 
d u 9 22000 
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END OF ACT THE THIRD. 
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SEAT), 


8 ca 4 SCENE 1. 


* + ya * TO, 


= 


An antique Room My Loxp Wiebe 


Enter ConsrABLE, and Liter, puſhing i in Ti- 
 MOLIN. 


Lai LLET-. 


"THERE, you a ſtay faſt; coquin | Gok ror 
of robbery, take — and Rum out of 
my Lor's houſe! _ | 
Timolin. I'm more guilty than my Maſter, ws 
the receiver is worſe than the thief. 
Conſt. Who is your malter, the receiver? : 
ſpeak! 17 
Timolin. Friend, you may take me for a robber, 
if you will; but you ſhan't prove me an in- 
former, becauſe i · ve a regard for my character. 
L'illet. Stay there till we find Mr. Dickin, 
de juſtice, to ſend you to jail; be merry with 
that table and — ey to difgrace-—inake A 
VOL, I. brown 


4 
— _ 
—— 
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158505 ber of my Amber fit 20d % | 
e charge is Prepared, de lawyers are met,” 
| [Exit einging. 
© Timolin. 1 wiſh they had crammed me into a 
Jail at once, and not thruſt me into this diſmal_ 
top of a caſtle, - Oh did my r mother ever 
think that, before I died, 1 ſhould get myſelf 
hanged for a thief? Lord Arthur! Lord Ar- 1 
_ / thur!' unlucky was the day that Mr. Felix Ti- 
molin hired to be your ſervant man: (looks ar | 
the zable) Here's letters and papers, ſcribble ſcrab- 
ble, eh! why, this is my Lord's own hand I re- 
member it by one of his Franks To Monſieur 
L'CEillet.” What does he write to his ſervants; 
but what's all this to me; no way to get out of 
ae may be in this cloſet... 58 (Rerires. 


| Enter at 4 private door, Lap TORRENDEL, and 
. MARTHA. e 


Martha. (/urpriſed) Why, 1 vow my Lady, this 
is the valet's room, and none of us ever knew 
this door to it. 

Lady Jor. I think, Martha, I meide; the 
caſtle better than you, who have lived in it fo 
long. Out of that door there's a ſtair-caſe to 
my Lord's dreſſipg-· room, where I'll wait till he 
comes in. I'd wiſh to know a little more before 
I fee him. Rather mean this lurking about and 
tampering with ſervants—but no hope of re- 
chiming him, except he's certain I know what 
then will be out of his power to deny. (ade) 
My Lord rode out you ſay; ſeemed diſcompoſed ? 
well, not à word that I'm here, (Exit Martha) 
this houſe ſeems all wild, no regularity, peace, 


or the comforts of a home, but the gratification | 
a . = of 
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of * Which reaſon and nature W | 


ſubdue, reconciles him to anquietude, meanneſs, 


and diſhonour. So, this room now belongs to 
his vile agent! it was formerly put to a, better 
pur poſe— this is the very room that I converted 
into a ſchool for the poor infant ruſtics. Here the 
young mind was trained to virtue and induſtry 
here now, are, perhaps, plans laid to cHATD 
and deſtroy. the PERS, rome of. AO 
who's i 50 l e e 6 NN 
ws 85 FT 


Een, Tuxouan, 15 


Timolin. No, * into A deep. conn; Oh, 
Tm. very high up, they ve double locked the 
door. (trying it) Oh dear] oh dear! (/ts) 
251 Tor. Dos'nt ſeem one of the family ! 
aſide 
Timolin. This letter, from m N to Mon- 
fieur, Pve a firong curioſity to | 

Lady Tor. How! as I'm here, on a voyage of 
diſcovery, the ſight of that might prepare me 
(40 for this dreaded interview Wi: my Lord. 
aſide 

Ti 19 8 It's ungenerous to look into another | 
man's letter, only Fd like to ſee the taſtieſt mode 
of writing. I'm told its not the faſhion now to 
croſs the t's, and put little tittles on the 1's 3 no 
harm to ſee that fure—(reads) 5 The, ſight of 
this boy has troubled me exceedingly !” 31 
oh, that's my maſter; (reading) * Probably, I 1 
ſhan't be home before evening, but if you can 
contrive to get Auguſta into your ran the 
better. She may be brought down to Sand pate: 


Vang" nf here's-villany ! here's villany! 
| | K 2 Lady 


» LI. vac 


Lady Tor. (10 Some poor intended cigar 
My coming at fuch a time is highly fortunate. 
Nmolin (reads). « Pray have an eye upon 
that Arthur's oy Iriſhman” Oh, that 
crowns his rogueries “ No harm to keep Au- 
guſta under lock and key.” I'll keep this proof 
of their wickedneſs, and if they talk of — 
me for a bit of an old picture, Vil bring it out 


do their ſhabby red faces ill looking Inſhman. 


7 l Tor.) What! then they have locked 
you up? you moſt unhappy beautiful ſoul. 
Lady Tor, He takes me for the preſent object 
of purſuit! by giving into this miſtake, I may 
diſcover ſome more of my huſband's atchieye- 
ments. (ade) Are you his Lordſhip's yy 
Timelin. I. Miſs! I deſpiſe ſuch doin 1 
Lady Tor. I believe it; vour face peaks bo- 


ne 
| 175 nolin. Then it ſpeaks truth, and the devil 
himſelf ſhan't-make it tell a li 
Lady Tor. But, who are you? 
 Timolin. My maſter is his Lordſhip” 50 fon that's 
at this inſtant ſhifting about, and can't get a deef- 
ſteak without venturing his neck for it. 25 

Lady Tir. True Martha told me of this un- 
pr deſtitute youth Oh, huſband ! falſe to 
me, and unnaturally cruel to the offspring of 

our follies, | 

Timolin. Miſs, PM aſſure you, Lord Arthur i is 
as brave a little boy 

Lady Tor: And bears his forlorn ſtate with 
meekneſs and reſignation ? - 

Timolin. Oh yes, Mils, he's as meek and gen · 
tle—ah, hem ! 

Lady Tor. (afide). Poor youth, he bas a fa. 


ther, and yet an orphan! Then he ſhall find a 
friend 


— 


friend in N not mine, he belongs to 
the man I fill love ! but to continue this decep- 
tion—cou'd' you contrive any means for me to 
fly this manſion of ſhame and ruin? 1 bn ot wo N 


of e 

Vmolin. Offer to touch kW 4; dhe 

mighty powers of heaven, Tu oy you. W 
4 chair). 


Tach Tor, Ah! (runs i in. *. , hurt en | 
| Net Enter Antauk.. ates 2414.6: 290 
Arthur. | Sufferians-tt/pretii, and imprifon m 
faithful ſquire for his attachment! Put yo 
arms a-kimbo, ſirrah, ſtump down thoſe great 
ſtairs with your hat on, and let me ſee who dares 
{quite at you—-—On: * dy ne Au- 
flat © $3; 
— What! then you ve ſeen her; Sir 
(winks, and points off where Lady Torrendel went.) 
Arthur. What do you ſtand winking and 
making faces there, firrah ? come out. 
Nmolin. But there's fomebody elſe lock'd up. 
Arthur. Kick up your legs wan n Watter 
whoſe ſhins are in the way. 


Timolin. But, Sir— 
Arthur, By'r leave there "we Me. Timolin. 


* 


SCENE U. 75 

4 Street. 1 WA 

Enter SIR Hans, and George. io 

Sir. El. Aye! and well George? (Joel), 
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Wy »Shlood 1 man, ſay—we had a, dance. (capers) | 


: 
: 
. 


| Sir H. Your waiſtcoat's buttoned all crooked 


8 i We hats: dance, Si. 8 
Sir H. As if he bad ſaid we had a N ee 


Arthur was maſter of the eee | 
ſhuffled it away ? eh, boy? 7 
George. Ves, Sir, I was'nt afraid to wuffe, for | 
I had wy thick walking ſhoes on. 
Sir H. Shoes! aſſes hoofs! I believe they' re * 
half an inch thick. 15 
George. Sir, they're near an 1 (afide)1 Lan. 
fee if the poor woman has releaſed her huſband. 
Sir H. George, then, 'twas you bs. up wy | 
bade for them? | 
George. Les, Sir, ſo we had no fiddler to 5 | 
Sir 2 Pſha! I'd hire Handel's anniverſary 
band to ſee you dance the Cameronian Rant 
with Auguſta. This ſcheme of leaving her at 
large wo'nt do—ſhe'll be ſnapt up. Gad, yon- 
der ſhe is—1 muſt clench this buſineſs. wag 
do you put on that diſmal look, ſirrah? 
George. I was thinking, father, of the ns” 
in keeping people in priſon for ſmall debts above 
a twelvemonth however; libertys ſo ſweet, 
they'd urchaſe it if in their power, if not, hard 
to puniſh a man for only being unfortunate. 
Sir H. Here comes Maſs Auguſta, Devils in 
your th ick ſoal'd ſhoes! my 


Enter Avus ra, and Fax Nr. 


Auguſta. That man certainly whiſpered ſome- 
thing diſagreeable that e the abrupt depar- 
ture of Lord Arthur. 

Fanny. Dear no, he's a very civil ſoul, why 
*twas papa's conſtable. Oh if here 1s'nt George. 


— 0 
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—no ponderi in your hair by the lord! you on 
like the duſtman. (apart) Well Miſs, how do 
you like your new firuation aa 6 want to 
ſpeak to you. en Nit 

Fanny. Stop, he wants to ſpeak to us—how do 
you do, _— (13% "54 Rag, 

Sir H. Ha! very free with George! (ge 
Miſs Woodbine, Pve your good at heart. Your 
uncle's whim, in taking his fortune from you, 
makes you an object of compaſſion. 

Auguſta. Many would rather be an object of | 
envy—but, to my thinking, an humble ſtate is 
preferable to affluence, built W e the ruins of 
unmerited adverſity. ' 

Sir H. (aſide) Made for each otherl George; 

her in her own way—out with your hand- 
| kerchief, and cry for the poor debtors, (apart) 
My ſon, Miſs is fo happy to ſee to de voy 
you— © 

Fanny. Happy to ſee her ? but Pm fure its no 
ſuch thin 
Sir H. He expreſſed great Joy at your coming 
ſo opportunely: 


8 


George. Opportunely indeed! (looking at bis Wis 


feoccking) Mils, could you lend me a Ader 12 
thread: 1 

Sir H. Go along, fortune! I'll bind yov! aps 
prentice to a taylor. 

Auguſta. You're happy, Sir, in having 2 fo of 
ſo much frugality for his years. | 

Sir H. Frugal ma' am! he s the moſt extrava- 
gant ; 

Fanny. I ſee now he only wants them to like 
each other; [ muſt prevent this. | 

dir H. Why, look now, with his coat oor! 


his y 
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his knuckles; he has on laceruflles ar three anc 
neas à pair. Pull down your ruffles. — 
_ George's 0ri/tbands down) by the lord! he has got 
into a hopſack. What have you done wich all 
the fine linen and lace I ſent you? | 


George. The lace was too fine for 5 
the Holland made ſoft. child-bed linen for a. 


poor curate's wife. N 


Sir H. Yes, madam, the biſhop's lady was the pn 
good woman in the ſtraw. He is very frolick« | 


vl ſome—it's a ſhame for you to be. ſuch a buck. 


Fanny. Miſs, George is no buck! 8 


milk ſop, an't you George? 


Sir H. Get away you little devil, ho wants f 
your prate. (apart) Miſs, we'l conceal your loſs of 
fortune from my ſon— he's fo proud—ſee how he 
throws his head about. (apart) George, with Au- 


guſia's caſh, you can do ſuch pretty charities! Son, 
this lady is worth one hundred thouſand pounds; 
Fanny. George, ſhe's only my governeſs, and 


as poor—borrowed five ſhillings from me juſt 


now to releaſe her box from the Sy 
you did. (apart to Auguſta) 
Sir H. Get along you little bufy thing. (apart 


to Fanny) You know, ma'am, PREG: an N 


fortune. 

Auguſta. Sir, I am neither ambitious of com- 
paſſion or ridicule. ; 

Sir H. George, never mind—ſhe's dow. rich, 

Auguſta. Oh no, Sir | | 

Sir H. Madam, you're a Jew. - 

Fanny, My governeſs is not a Jew, ſhe has 
more religon than the biſhop. | 

Sir H. The devil's in me, if 1 don't make 
1 father pull your ears! Miſs, my ſon — 

a mo 
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2 moſt Hberal mind, fout of magnificent eaten. 1 

vaganee. 8 
George. Madam, my fatller is on ee It 
Fanny. Trae,, George, now chat "TM 

of you, Sir Haus is Aways making his fon. of G 
every body. . 
Sin H Overthrowing my Whole Kbene 4 
(Ade) Hop home you little 1 62 Fanny) 

Gorge. Madam, be aflured, e eee 

the arſt vi virtue. 

Sir H. Then the devil's in 551 both! but it's 
you, you prating monkey, has done it all; you, 
you raſcal, with your ceconomy and aſſes hoofs, 
truff down to Sampſhire Hall; and you, Miſs, 
ſtalk with your poverty to Mr. Dickins, the” 
banker's. 

George, Madam, your bunitle fervant! (bows 
and exit) | 
Sir H. Civil cdündftzi! walk mad gander will 
tuck her and her fortune under his wing, and fly 
off to Gretna Green. 

Fanny. George ſent down to the rocks, oh! 

_ oh! then I know where ſomebody will go. (ge, 
Sir Hans, your moſt obedient, good morning to 
you, Sir! (curtſys . and. exit) oy 

Sir H. Oh very polite Ma'am, but L wiſh you | 
had dropt your curtſy half an hour ago. 

Auguſta. (looking out) The forlorn thovghtleſs 
N Sir, tell me is Miſs Woodbine's ſon my 
uncle's heir? then why not inſtantly extricate 
him, from the embarraſſing perplexities that ava | 
end in his deſtruction. 

Sir H. What ſqn ? (looking out) The gay Aj! = 
thur! true, Lord Torrendel's; (ade) oh oh!! 
ſuſpect there's love here— this was her dancing 


1 


n L. 5 1 3 
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partner. W dear, as to afﬀection and all this, 
this Arthur. 

Augiſſta. Sir, 1 am onh intereſted for him; on | 
account of my couſin Woodbine. _ 

Sir H. Right! for his heart is engaged to 3 
girl—be Fo, me all over a glaſs of hock. (Aug uſta 

. agitated) (afide) Yes! the likes Mane ue in 

one word, Miſs Auguſta, my dear, I'll not part 4 

1 you, till T ſee 290 and * fon homey. cou- 885 

7 8 5 e 

_ Arthur. (be Sir Haus! (enters) r . 

Sir H. Yes, Sir! paſt. three. (exit | with At: 

guſta) 13 

Arthur. Paſt three! Don't much like” his © 

1 me, and taking the lady. His bail- 

bond may keep me from limbo — but muſtn't rob . 

me of paradiſe either. 6 f 

Enter TIMOIfInm. 


* 


7 * 


* 


a! ſirrah, after Miſs Auguſta, and 

Timolin. Back again to your father's? 
#4 Arthur. You will perſiſt, we left Au guſta there; 
| (tears a leaf from his pocketbook, and writes with 
pencil) if I can but obtain the love of this charm- 
ing girl, ſhe's ſo beautiful, elegant—but then, 
very modeſt ; I muſt engage her affections— Ti- | 
MOU, run with this letter, 4 

Timolin, With what? 

Arthur. Stop to aſk queſtions with your hows 
and whats—run, take thus letter to the young 
lady. 55 
Iimolin. In give no letters to ties, Do you 
want, Sir, to carry on your father's profligate 


rigmarols? but you don t make a French 1 | 
ſeer 


* of wear ce ſpirit of Mr. Timolin apes 
above that, I aſſure ou. 
_ Arthur, Walk back, if you pleaſs into Calle 


Ouod. . Nas N 
1 6 


"Timolin. Then pon my word, 1 won't. 
Arthur. How | do you object to go into priſon 


when I deſire you? begone! 1 Achatge vou. 
Timolin. Oh! Sir, 1 diſcharge myſelf, So 


there's a receipt for my wages. (aps 42 Angers) 


I'd hazard my life, to procure you what you 
might again repay but, helping you to take the 
innocence you can never n is beneath the 
ſoul of Mr. Felix Timolin. . Exit 


Aritbur. T've loſt him. I had l of 
this mighty Iriſh honour of his brave ſoul. He 


has had moral, from his ruſtic parent in his mud 
cabin; but, I never knew a e . Kind 1 


or good example Sued It's mT 


Enter COACHMAN, furvey Wn at a Alu. 


A 


What does this fellow eye me for. N 
Coachman. My lady ſent me to know his | 
ſon—yes ! that's he, very well. it. 

* Arthur. You're” no Coachman, my Fiend, 
you're à bailiff— they take all diſguiſes. _. [Exir. . 


\ r 
e 


-- 


SCENE . 


4 Walk near Lord nur, 1s 
Enter LUCEILLET. 1 7 | 


=” 


chile To divert mi Lor from: de thought N 
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of dis tapageur ſon;of his, L miuſt get of Va Au- 
5 "A l him; e to ee 228 : 1. "uh 
| * : 7 74 e 
| 2 left it po K in 1 85 , 8 
have berrew Sir Hans's livery to carry. her am 
ane but if dere he dabger, 4 wk Want 
5 ſome ſtrong, able, ee, 4 1 6: NW. 


7 825 992 E 1 \ 75 ö 
. Enter Tinortx, e. n 


i N. 


{I 75 Bon 1 could be contenfed with n 
45 three days, becauſe it's a thing lv,ẽ practis d 
with ſome ſucceſs but; my poor dear maſter— 
illet. Oh! you be got gut, where! won ca 
1y%l‚ DEG! A 
_ +1 Traholie. Here, dock me up again; Fg now 
an loſt my maffer, Ldon t care where I am. 
Dick illi I ſoppoſe you'be not overcharg'd vid 
money, and I take it you be fripon -in your cha- 
racter, roguery be the leading feature. 
moin. 1 judge that your noſe is your lead- 
ing feature—ſo ae it. (advancing) . a NW” 4 
produce à proof that Im one: * 
Iillet. Here he a ſtirling proof. (bews money.) 3 
/ ©, Timolin.. So, becauſe. you've money, you've a 80 | 
right to call a poor man out of his name. | 

122 bs L/CEilet. (gives it) Dere DOW, call me out of 
my name. 

Nnolin. (looking at it) Then, youre an ho- 
neſt man and a F nohle lad. If I can find 
my-lord, this will carry us back to town. (going) 

LCCEillet. Arrete !. dat, is for ſervice you vill 
do me. (looking out) Milor! go! dat footman 
vilktell you vat it be. Belides, more reward, if 
you ſhould be taken up again for little peccadil- 


loz, milor's intereſt vill releaſe you. _— FM 
| II - 


ber on. Tu XGL8GTID on. . 
Timolin, Paid for doing” good ae n 10 


T ve gold and a clear conſclence, two compa- 
nions that are ſeldom re now Aa a day” 9. 1 | 


THY Weng we 
ub "Enter Los Toxkanon.” 1 2 55 5 
"Lord Ter. That fellow of Arthur 's ill lurking - 


about here! 
Lille. Arthur 8 ant peſte! quelle bal. 
lourdiſe ! 1 have made fine confidante in my 
Lor's ſcheme. (aſide) © ; - ng 
Lord Tur. I hope you havnt let this affair 80 
further than thoſe already concerned?- > 
L'illet. Oh! no, my Lord! if he Ol I had. 
employed this Iriſhman, I am undone. (d,.) 
Lord Tor. You've warned the porter how he 
admits them again? 

L'illet: Ah, my Levy he vill find hard to 
admit himſelf. - 
Lord Ter. L illet, I've improved upon your 
plan. Thomas's being i in Sir Hans's livery may 

not be ſufficient to perſuade Auguſta, that ſhe 
is really ſet for by him—now if you could bor- 
row Sir Hans's poſt chaiſe, that would effectually 
removeſultntidh+<make wy excuſe, he'll be ga". \ 
to oblige me | 
L'illet, Here l go bor Sir Hanzs coach to 
carry off Mis Au guſta; and have ſet Thomas and 
de Iriſhman to take her off vid horſes, (afideY 
Lord Tor. Why, you don't ſeem over erty 
in the cauſe now? (9% $4 0). (Of 
LCEillet. Oh! Im devote to your Lorthips I 
ſervice. | wii | 15 
— 1 | 1 


4 


Lord 
e 


. 
om 


— * 4 
wy th > 


* 


Tas one" wr de — wage 
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bir ge Tor. Onde wheedled into the carriage; 4 
un is ſoon found to get her to Sandgate | 
Iſland. 
LCillet. Ah! mais ceſt que ceſt excdlint at: 
Lord Tor. About it now—L mall be there be- 
fore you. 


L'Tillet. Pardi! 


dis is luc 


Ext. 


ky-—for now I vill 


do it myſelf. I viſh tho' 1 con'd meet vid dis 


{ maroufle, to hinder him meddle in de affair— 


dat malheureux Iriſh tief vill do me ſome miſ., | 
chief. . 


* 


-SCEN E IV. 
4 Road. 


Enter Tudor N, and Tmoncas, i in \ Six klaus 8 L. 


Wi e 


Kere now you've told me. 


borrowed Sir Hans's livery 


La. 


N W Well, Mr. nn; I ka all. your. 
So here 
from one of his ſer- 


vants, and you're to go and tell Miſs Auguſta, 
he has ſent you for her but, as you may be a 
cowardly kind of a Chap, the Mounſeer has bid 
me aſſiſt you with my e bit n an arm. n z 
here ſhe comes. . 


_ "Thomas. I thought the was a kde ein juſt | 
left ſchool. 


' Timolin. I don't Kw; bother me goes to 


ſchool or no—but, this is the very Miſs Au- 


guſta, that was lock d vp in the caſtle with 


me. 


- 
ae — eras 


you've 


* — * F , l 1 
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> Eager l 
"5 S 


/ 


me. - (ah) mu * make a Dea. example of ve 
* 42 GA ER _— 


"Ris Lavy Toxin, and Coed. „ 

Tab Tor. My mind i is in a ſtate of hi moſt. 25 
tormenting ſolleirnde! I with I knew where to 
find this young lady, and apprize ber of my 
Lord's deſigns. Whether to return and wait for 
him? I dread the interview, unkind upbraiding 
often ſhakes the very baſis of affectiocn. Yet I 
know he'll endeavour, by ſome artful evaſion, 2 
to {lip from my charge, except I can bring it to 
a full conviction ut firſt to afford this poor 
young man aſſiſtanceQ.. 

Timolin. Young man! that _ be me—ſhe 
ſaw I was in diſtreſs. (aſide?ꝰ .- 1 
Lady Tor, Deliver this to him, without letting 
him know who it comes. from. (gives a poctet- 
book to Coachman ; TO Coachman, 
Timolin. Stop! I'm here... | | ; 
Lady Tor. Oh, his ſervant. - - | 
Timolin. Now, this gosdneſs to me, Ha de. 

termined me, in what I was resolved upon ; to 
ſave her from all danger. (aide) _-.. 
Lady Tor. Perhaps 1 may" cow learn, who this 
young lady is. 8 ; 15 . 57 | 
Timolin. (to Thomas) Go you, and ſtay with GW 
your horſes—PIl deliver the mage to; ex: my- + 
e | . | DB 
Thomas. But you're not in Sir Hans 8 oy! 
Alt won't take, apart) 1 
Timolin. How d'ye do, Miſs Auguſta? | 1313 
Lady Tor. (afide) My truſty champion's ak. 55 0 
taking me for her, I find, continues. 
Thomas, Miſs, your guardian, Sir Hans Bur- 
ges — 


7 


= 3 * your: "Woh Sen ab Sam 
ne 1 ſent horſes. 4 
-Timolin. I'll whiſper a few words, that hall 
bring her directly. Harkye, Miſs! don't BY | if $ 
tis is a rogue, that wants to coax you again in- 
to the mouſe-trap. (apart to Lady Turrendel) 

Lad Tor. You miſtake— Em not che be., 
- Timolin. That's a ot: thonkke to 4 KEV | 


(| ' felf—F'l ſecond it, (apart)—are you fare you [#1 
never ſaw Miſs Auguſta belpro nOW | * : 


— 


. Thomas. Not R ee 

Nimalin. Then this is not 2. —5 go a, 
your ae 

Thomas. What! K 5,8 TH 


_ Trmolin. He wants to inveigle you, to Lord 
Torrendel. (apart) | 
Lady Tor. Indeed chis is charming, at: 9 | 

poſed! the moſt lucky opportunity to do good, 
prevent evil, ſave the innocent from ruin, and 
overwhelm the guilty in the bluſhing ſhame of © 
his own-baſe intentions. (af de) I was apprehen- 
five of ſome error - you've brought horſes you 
ſay—very well, III—wait on my guardian. (to © * 
Thomas.) [[ Timolin ſtares, and whiſtles. 
Thomas. Then you are Miſs Auguſta. Why, 
what did you mean Ju: now by ſaying it as | 
not. ( Timolin) | 
Lady Tor. Yes, yes, you're v eighty enough. 
Iimolin. If they take you for a La, that 
will fly off to an old libertine, they're right 
enough indeed ; but I was wrong, when I e 
you a bit of an angel. 
Lady Jon Come. {going 9. 0 
Timolin. A word, ma'am! your intentions juſt 
now about me, were good but, ſince you give 
_ 


„ R, THR NEGLECTED, SON. f : 8 => 
unde u to chis old reprobate, I corn your 
ae * if a little turn of virtue, Would 


ever make you repent. of your nonſenſe, don't 
expect any defence from the ul of Mr, Ti 
molin. 
Lach Tor. Heavens 1 leave a wocking Tin: - \ 
preſſion on the mind of this worthy. Re 
(afide) Well, well, we ſhall find a time to clear 
my character. Di with Thomas. 
Timolin. An old rotten. potatoe fox your cha- 
racter bye and bye, when you re ſeen' Houriſh- | : 
ing in curricles, with a different ant. every 
day, ſtuck up at your elbow, you II fill be chat- 
tering _—_— NW e 5 all the furnpike- 


* e e 
983 3 Gn, wn 


Arthur. Yes! it i; «ESL x "IA 
Timolin, do you ſee K ad in 8 
that ſpot, you ſcoundrel: 3 
Timalin. Oh Sir! if any more of thoſe compli- 1 | 


ments paſs between you and me, it's a toſs up | 
who's to pay them. | 


Fo 


Arthur, It he don't touch me, it's no caption. o 
Timolin. He's returning with the munen, the wed. 
gay Miſs gave him for „„ 


1 > 1 
8 ve had a good chace after you, | 
Arthur, Attempt to give me the tip, WIEN) 
Coachman, (taking papers from his pocket) Here 
it is—this bill for three hundred —: 
Vole $5 M 25. | 


8. b, Vieth, oa 


Timolin, If it was ten thouſand, Twou'dn't 16. 13 


: cept it. 


bills for me? © 
too. 


e, Wel, 14% L de std ied WN 
enough out—but if I pay one of them, In N N 


5 damm d. 

Timolin. Sir, don't frighten yourſelf, about | 
what doesn't concern you. 

Arthur. Hold your tongue, firrah ; of + n 
accord, I 8 from our dance, when old Wig- 


hum, the ju E e, ſent for me; but, compelſd 


I will not be; {ſo let the plaintiff carry. the "bills | 
to my — . 
|  Coachman. Now, Sir, you're too nice. 1 pro. 
miſed to ao the bulinels, and I will. nad 
"% hs 
21 thur. Aye! he only wants to touch me. 
(ss round Timolin.) _ 
Timolin. Arrah! what fign ifies your dancing 
round me, like a couple of F e | 
Arthur. Timolin, knock him down—1 won-" 
der whether it's a capture if I touch him, 
Timolin. What are you at with your caps, and 
hats ? The Engliſh of the thing is—MiG-Auguf. - 
ta, I deſpiſe. _ 
Artbur. Speak ſo of my divine charmer ! 


[frikes him, and runs off, Coachman follows. 
Timolin. Oh! if be diſcharges me, and comes 


once a day to give me a knock in my cheek, 
I'm to have a bleſſed life of it—tho* my honor 
wou'd not ſuffer me. to take relief from this 


Arthur. You villain, do I want you to accept | 8 
Coachman. It's 2 good. vote, and your: 0 : 


; 


Mid 


1 . 


— 2 —U—ä a 


Miſs Auguſta, yet 1s to preac 
from Mounſeer, for, if © erte the 


pulpit 88 me would be running after one - 


tlemen , 
_ till they give roaſt 
honeſty, a gum 

e 


1 
* 
— 
x 
\ 
1 
\ : 
: 


for nothing 


N ND OF THE FOURTH ACT» 
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scx E I. 


eggs, SIR Mi 45 FRY other Hoof | 
enen n. Seeks 


Enter Sin Hans, and "AS — 


SIR Hans. Vinny 


A Month fince I've been down here at my fa- 
vourite rocks. How do the lodging-houſes go 
on? I hope they keep low with their prices, till 
the place is known. Aye! I may yet fee Sam- 
phire-hall eclipſe Brighton, Weymouth, and Scar- 
borough. . ' 
Robin H. Yes! your honour ; for the young 
Squire has ſet up a ſtaple commodity of — 
and already the volks bes ſo merry about'n. 
Fou know Humphry Grim, the ſtone - maſon, is 
famous in the letter cutting way —Meaſter 
George has gi'n the freedom of the quarry, 
and he has 3 a manufacture for tomb- 


ſtones, * 
Sir H. 


18 


1 95 E. Totti Mones to make urbar merry 
en N N N hal dozen „ 


* W b 5 : wel 455 
* e OR” We My: 4 = AS: 
ver time 1 8 _ IR” % b b 127 
N N cxans were in v n * Ws | 
1 OT off $3 24 L : 
bs Hans walks mind „ Sk 


* 
33 
: WE 


* þ C Frag 75 Euter GEORGE, and 


% 


| "0 


* George: That was certainly Lord Toten! Bob 
turn'd into the green lane - muffled u up, and 
ſcem'd hiding his face. Robin gave Ne, 
of his By ns,upon Fanny. 

Sir H. A tweet thy. concert for the r rooms, 
of chipping and fawing! Tell Maſter Grim, he 
muſt depart in with his merty monuments. , 
Did you hire a new e e | of Ree 

Robin H. Vea, Sir. Wu 

George, Oh, Robin] my ſcheme of ac 4 
prong artificers here, requires a kind of ES 
uperior, to regulate it in my abſence; 
| perſon of good nature and probity—that 1 can 
truſt—I've fixt upon a man— he's now over at 
Sandgate illand, you muſt acquaint hip on 0 
ly tell him I'd ſpeak with him. 

Sir H. (/eeing George) Don't come ieat me 
get a tin pot and a bit of fiick, and 1 up 
cockles on the beach—you haven't a ſoul. above, - 
a cockle-gatherer, you curſed . otter. | Robin! 


E 180 1 . * n in e 90 


Sir l. 14448 <A 


* 
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- thuttle to this motto with all my heart. 
ſmoke's that yonder? clinking Hammers | 30 


caps, to expect to drag people of faſhion down 


Gage. Inſtead of encouraging frauds, . 
ing ſtrangers with paltry toys, 40. have erected 


booms, that will give bread to two wan * 


families. (loom heard without) 
Sir H. Why, they' te Weavers! ' 


George. Yes, Sir, weavers of Rockings, gloves, | | 
- and mittins. 


Sir H. A ſtocking loom in the place of my de. 
gant raffling ſhop!” 


George. There" * Abend loom too. This 
was the firſt wove in it; for the motto's ſob; 7 


put it into your hat. 


Sir H. (reads) * Succeſs to Commerte, and 2 
ſpeedy peace.” Well, let Induſtry throw. ba 
What 


the lord it's a forge. 

. George. Yes, Sir, the forge built for e d 
rimes. 6 

Sir H. What, a ſmith? © Redding 
George. Yes, Sir, a worthy blackſmith. — 
Sir 2 Within the very walls of my cold bath, 

old Grimes blowing his bellows !- 


1 
YL 
Ir 8 


| 


"George. What uſe for a cold bath juſt on the 


verge of the ocean? and the farmers want the 


neceſſary tools for agriculture. - 


Sir H. I baniſh you for ever, from my falkion- 
able bathing- place. You barbarous young ſa- 


vage! after my high puff advertiſements of cold 
larders, neat wines, circulating libraries, baths, 


concerts, balls, billiards, machines, and bathing; 


here, amongſt ſtocking-looms, * and 


bellows-elinkers! 


George. Father, my little colony Was _ 
: | ing 


1 


eg un Lord Tete te And, des Us 
E them here, in pity don't diſturb them. 
Sir H. A fine ragged colony you've planted. 
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George. Conſider, Father, induſtry is a flower 
that ſhould mage). by the genial warmth 


of patrona „ 3" 
Sir H. By the the lord! the fellow” only fit 
for a plowman, or a weaver. 


G Well, Sir, the one AY bread, 3 3 


other c oathing; as a plowman and a weaver are 
the moſt uſeful aden, 1 mant of none more 
noble. 
Sir H. Ah! don't talk 10 me. my oth ſer. 
vants will deſpiſe you, I dare ſay not one of em 


would ſtir a ſtump to —_ mo_ _ ny Pd | 9 


you ng e + TER 


4 } > 1 
Y . 
1 o 74 13 * 


Enter Ross * 5 


Robin H. Your parſe; Sir—l found it on tbe 


— (o George) . © I ein 
ON e. Thank you, Robin: 
. George's purſe!” hom much was in it? 
Nobis More — 4 I can tell once I knew it 
to be maſter George 85 1 neu pat + on'the 
caſh it held. exe eh 14 
Sir H. Suppoſe it had — my purſe? 0 
Robin H. Ecod] your honor, you might ne- 
ver have ſeen it again: Gold's a tempting thing, 
and I don't ſet up for more honeſty than. my 
neighbours ; but young Squire's money already 
belongs to the poor, and he bez a bad man in- 
deed that woy?*d. take, what the i ore 
is ſo ready to give. | 
George. You've been playin g tricks, kne ing 
it 


WIN. 


* ; m 1 . 
— 
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' | about—its all broke—ſtapid fellow, Lone n 
8 take better care of your oõn l. 
Kobin H. La, Sir, T bave-no purſe,)oply'a lic- | 
nie bit of « leather bag, to divide à fow.ſhillipgs| 
= 12 halfpence./ iloſhewing cb. bags, Cange 
4 . 148 
enge. Whale, and ſonnd—tearing one's. " 
| Perty—there's my broken. one, Lihall keep Tours. 
TS, or e ng > Betts 112 R N 
bin H. But, Sir, the golds in t. 
© +Goorgea:Naver mind, keep it Rabin, you re an | 
honeſt fellow; honeſty is a true diamond, oY 
hould be ſet in gold. (S, him af) 12. 3 
» aS# My generous boy, George, build vp 
and pull down., juſt as yon pleaſe; I ſee no the 


rich man's ſafeſt guard, is the gs of cha- 
rity; but gold is the grand ſtaple o Four wa trade y 
of benevolence I've brought Miſs 


and her fortune; go and entertain her. 
2.» Georgo. Iſn't that een French... 
man. (ning 8 | ) bets 


*. N : 9 o 
b n Reer : NE, Y 


$ \ 8, | Recenrer Roan Hoon. £4 wh 
or ts 
5 n l. Tour beer eee 
v Lord, to borrow your Eee on 
a viſit, aud his own be broke. | | 
J Here's. an opportunity to vblige wy 
Lord. - ere e eee 
tilion too. 00 os, knavery ; 8 
© "George. (afid, very in t * 
5 chase Borowingr! | Robin, a word po 
_ "tr I. Here ll 31 828 Lady bold, lee 


wei = + *V\ ö 
* La EF e; 


OR, nnn „ „—˖ ˙ 7 
5 * * N 


Buer Avovara. 4 4 


road: (aide) Sir, Pve walk'd' out, to fee your 
charming place here. ( Sir Hans) |, 
Sir H. Hem !|—l him ſpeak to the La 
and by the lord he's whiſpering e me 
addreis her with rapture. 
George. Ves, Sir! Madam, the great 5 
of— Robin. [ Exit, talking with Robin Hoofs.. 
Sir H. The great pleaſure of Robin! oh! 
the devil's in you, for a fine amorous m 
Stop, you Sir. [ Exit. 
Auguſta. This young gentleman i is an \ wonder 
ed 5 encloſing the moſt delicate ſprings of 
ſenſibility z but chat heart is not for me; or ra- 
ther mine-is not for him. I muſt not cheriſh an 
hopeleſs paſſion for Arthur ; if, as Sir Hans 'tells 
me, another ONO his affe&tions. | | 


Enter Fain. 


Fanny! yy: 7 AY; 
Fanny. My dear governeſs, I've got down to 
you; I'm only come, becauſe you are here 
where's George. 

Augufta. You only come becauſe Im ber 
where's George! Ah, Fann 

Fanny. Tve made papa + YT me two-—by a 
monſtrous ſtory though. I've told him, Sir 


Hans wants him on moſt prodigious Ep 


Enter ARTHUR, (running). 


Arthur. Diftanced the nabber! my lovely 
partner ! who could E182 to find you here, 
VOL, I. like 


4 1 


Auguſta, Twas certainly Archer crofw'd, hy 5 85 


— — 
— 
- 


—_ — 
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| Bike a Gia ſent from old pte 8 * 


lace, to make mortals plunge into the ocean, 
enamoured from this divine ſpecimen of u jd 


TR - "FH [12 


Auguſta. Moſt heroically gallant indeed, Sir. 

Fanny. Now for ſomething gallant 88 me 
How d'ye do, Sir? ese) ! f 

Arthur. Ah! little titmouſe, ſuppoſe, my bye, | 


7 you ſtep and gather a few n menu from ths 


h onde... | 
= g - George 851 have had the manners 


to meet, and —— Wee of other People. | 


Titmouſe, indeed Leit. 
Arthur. Madam, you foe * you, 4 fellow _ 
the moſt wretched (gde) ſhall I venture to + 


Lockers my love? no—farewell. 


Auguſta, Whither, vir, are you going? Y 33 
A The truth is, Madam, tho Great- 


Britain's large, I'm driven to the water's edge, 
where Il! ſtep into, and puſh off the firſt fiſhing | 


boat I can find; for abandon'd by my fa- 
ther, and purſued by——England, Madam, is 
no home for me. If I can get acroſs the chan- _ 
nel, amongſt camps, and batteries, my empty 
ſconce may keep a bullet from a Head that has 
brains in it. 

Auguſta, Your eie Sir, are not, perhaps, 


ſo delparate— your mother was— 


Arthur, How! Madam, have you heard ?—ſhe 


181 hope an angel and you my heaven. (kneels,) 


Enter CoacHMAN. 


Coachmari. Overtaken you at laſt! 
Arthur, I'll be damn'd if you have though., 


runs off, Coachman. pur wer.) | 
(runs of 2 2 fl 
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Auguſta. Unhap th! th rſue him 
to . but rot Wag d TED that be- 
longs to the miſtreſs of his heart ; yet, tho''I 

mull not ox love, am I to reject all feelings * bu- 4 
manity, "Oe 


Renter Fanur. 5 LY BE, 5 
Fun ) Oh! governeſs, I have ified. 
the po om 2 ive l on the beach 
u don't know half this ſweet place. 
Auguſta. In the chaiſe I may have a better 
chance of ſeeing which way he takes. (ade. 
Fanny. (aſide) Muſtn't tell twas my Torts Va-; 
let propoſed our ride, ſhe's ſo ſqueamiſh? 
Auguſta. Dots Sir Hans know of this jaunt? 20 


Fang. Very true —be not let us . 
have it, ſit in the chaiſe till come; Tm fetch 
your hat and clo. [it. 


Auguſta. Is this prudent, 15 no time for re- 
| flection, — may * loſt for ever. e 


0 * 77 7 nn 7 2 PP . 
—  — — 
.- © SCENE H. 
_ - \ 4 N 5 o ry 
. ; 1 5 0 
4 . | 1 5 3 | 
| ” q , 
A parlour in Siu Hans's, | | 


Pian 


Enter Dickixs. 


Dick. Deviliſh good place the Knight | wa Pi 
here; à fine proſpect of the ſea a pretty mort- | 
gage, and I 12 — TE! up ſuch | a by as n 1 1 
Torrendel's intereſt, | $7 Vas 
Enter, 


. 
"= » * 1 # 
— - 


; . 7 
1 0 —Y 5 * 
I v. * ti) 


Enter Fanny, looking abou... 575 7 9 


FE M Governeß 1s ſo d —_ ca 
me any hy G hat. | gid N Hh 
Dict. Oh, Fanny, where's: your. friend Au. 5 

| guſta ? you ſeem all upon the fidgets. _ | 
Fanny. (confuſed) Oh no, Sir.——The two old. 
boys will be running after us what can 1 a 
of to keep them here? oh, true. (ade) Papa, I 
1 N why Sir Hans has ſent for 0 $20 you 
now | | 
1 Dick. No, child, but I ſhall i 1. can get to ſee Ty 
_ 
Fanny Here ke: is, ha, 55 ha! (afide) Holy. 1 
look papa, what a ſine proſpect at that window; 
you can ſee, 1 believe, to the Ille of Wight. | 
F 10 Oh no; APY _ ae. . 
ow. | 
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Enter Sin WAGs. 8. 


Sir H. Fanny, where's your papa? 

Fanny. He's there, Sir, but his head is ſo full 
of this ſerious affair, he's came down to tell en 
about. (ina an under tone) f 

Sir H. Oh, very well. 

Fanny. He, he, he] now each will be ſo full 
of expectation of the other tellipg, when there is 
nothing to tell, it may bring them into a ſquab- 
ble, and that will keep them as cloſe as a game 
backgammon but where's Auguſta's hat? [ Exit. 

Sir H. Ab, Dickins! how do you do? 

Dick. (turning) Oh; Sir Hans, well, I've trun- 
dled down to you. 

Sir H. Then Gs affair 1s ys urgent? fit 


down. 
Dick. 


wont WAS. AA 


— 
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Dict. Of conſequence, : hope; f for I bad 2 
po deal to do. | 
Sir H. And fo? © | 8 
Dick. Well © | MO pool 


does it concern me much? P72 
Dick. That you beſt . Ot non 641 5 
- Sir H. How ſhould Fknow | 1 | 6 
Dick. (perviſbly) Well then, when you tell me, | 
perhaps I may know. - 
Sir H. When you tell me, n m not | 
know. But come. wits | 
Dick. Aye? © | e 
Sir H. He's afraid of being ovetheand [ fup- 
poſe ; come, I'll faſten the door. 
Dick. Oh, if it is of ſo much conſequence, out | 
ſecrecy, ll faſten this door too. (both riſe and go 
to oppoſite doors) There now, we are quite . | 
(fits down) aye! | 
Sir H. Aye? (they put 1 their beads together as li 7 
tening) [ 
Dit. What do you ſit gaping for, why don” t 
u out with it? 
Sir H. Why do you fit ſtaring and ſtretching 
your neck ? why don't you tell it at once? 
Dick. You ſent for me down about your buſi- 
neſs—and, zounds! what is it? that I may go 
about mine, bs 
Sir H. I ſend for you! you came here to tell 
me of ſomething of great importance tell it, 
and ſhorten your vilt, when you pleaſe, N. 
(both riſe) | | 
Ditk. Sir, your ill manners, in A own 
houſe, are equal to your impudence in bringing 
me into it for nothing. | 
Sir H. pads you vulgar man ir well 


you 


Hir H. Well? fo hide, I was alarmed! but Br 


— 
2 — — — 2 
i» 


14 

N | 
4 

. 

Ml 

| 
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my ward. 
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you are in my houſe, or by the hand of this do. 
dy, I'd pitch you out of window. 
Dick. Pitch me, you hard-headed old fool! i 
Torrendel was to behave fo, “d — 
Sir H. 1 ſhall choak,—{/ rings) You're under. 
my roof—ſo ſay what you will--Robin Hoofs!- |. 
Dick. Damn your hoofs, and your horns, Sir! 
I can quit your houſe myſelf. You're as imp 
dent as Torrendel. (puts on bis hat, ond gloves) 


Enter Faxux, crying, with dips bat. 2 5 . 


Fanny. Oh George! George! y Covernels 
. has run away with George! falſe fellow! to dreſs 
himſelf up as the new poſtilion, and drive off 


with my Governeſs, when 1 onl y returned to fetch 
her hat and cloak. 


Sir H. My ſon drive off with Auguſta Hu- 
2a! he's a daſher. | 

Fanny.” And then Lord Torrendel's valet, to 
jump up behind the chaiſe—'twas all a pack d 
thing to deceive me. ( cries) 


Sir H. What! the Frenchman gone off with 


* 
IC 


Fanny. Yes, they'll rely be married. 
Dick. What, the Frenchman? ,  _* 
Fanny. No! George! | | | = 


% 


Dick. But where are they gone? 

Fanny. Rattled down the beach, towards Sand- 
gate Iſland. 

Sir H. Robin Hoofs, John, the devil, I've loſt 
my ward. [ Exeunt Dickins, and Sir Hans. 

Fanny. Yes, I heard Sir Hans brought her 
down here to marry George; a demure looking 
thing, ſhe knew better than to take the mad 


young 


% 
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79 e and I myſelf to tvtcodute bär ö 
my George: this is female friendſhip indeed, x 
here's my friend's hat, and my friend > ribbands, TY 
oh oy wh 1 herielf here. OS 
[Ew 22 55 the bat. 


| SCENE III; ; and laſt. 


Sandate Wand; one. ſhattered houſe, and 0 Hom 
5 vrelched cee . 


Enter Aufna. © * 


Arthar. The ferryman not. to run his boat 
boldly in the ereek—oblige: me to daſh through 
the water! If 1 could but get over to the conti- 
nent, I'd fight like a true volunteer—the firſt 
Enſign hal 2 pick up his colours—1 — 
I had a few ſhillings, to pay m e me 
fiſhing ſmack. 15 2 5 


Enter Coamman,.. 


There again—by heavens! you ſha'v't haye al 
the bailiff-work to yourſelf— we'll have a tufsle 
for it —if you are ſtronger, I go- if not, I com- 
mit your body to maſter ſhark—begone, or into, 
the fea I fling you. | 
Coachman. Then, t there Sir, is- three hundred | 


pound, Bank of England note—now I've at laſt 

done my job. [drops it, and exit. 
Arthur. (picking it up) It is—and I to miſ- 

take «Aria angel for the blackeſt of all imps, 


three hundred! now they ſhall fee 
who 


a . 


* 


5 
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who is Lord Adar Wr Ahser de d fake; 5 
my kind father, doubtleſs. Now I've caſh, ""—_ 2 
* my poor faithful Timolio. CRT TG Oy, | 


Enter Robinson, (out of livery.) 


| A dreary Iſland, but one houſe,—you live © you 
"ap, maſter. a 
Nobinſon. Live! ah, Sir! ( „ 
Aribur. Complain ! Why, in 1 — winter here, 
you've ſtorms in high perfection —ſnow, bail, * 
rain, lightning and thunder, neat as imported 
uo door to your houſe, and ſcarce a houſe to 


- 4 : 
l 10 , 
4 n 


your door! the ſplanged canopy your bed-t eſters, E 


and for a clear proſpect no glaſs to your windows ! 
nor a tree on your iſland, becauſe you wou'd 
not harbour noiſy rooks to diſcompoſe your 
flumbers !—nor even a buſh! but that! $ vanity . 
that you might have it to ſay, you challenge 
the globe round to ſhew a ſpot more deſblate. 
. Robinſon. He doesn't recollect me. (ad-) I've © 
only come to-day, Sir, but here I believe I muſt 
abide till better times. This houſe belongs to a 
brother of mine—all poor enough and yet but 
for the charity of Mr. George Burgeſs, they muſt _ 
be worſe. The ſquire has unpeopled this iſland, 
and ſettled them comfortably near his father's. 
Since Lord Torrendel, the landlord, leaves them 
to his Frenchman and that Maſter Dickins, my 
brother wiſhes they'd take the houſe off his 
hands. - 
Arthur. They'll be taking it preſently from 
about his en „ 


| Enter Roa Hoors: 


Rodin 2 (55 Robin) [ believeit's you [wana | 
ron re 
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— You're to come over to-morrow noon to Sam- 
phire-Hall, my young Maſter wou'd ſpeak to you, 8 
ch !—Sure T 2 1 Ge 5 ay” 5 . 
to Lord Torrendel? (looking te at Robinſon 

Aribur. Indeed! n Wo wo 

Robin H. It is Now I underſtands the whole 
affair Squire George is always himſelt. 
Arthur. Were not you diſcharged from Lord 
Torrendel's for admitting me into the Caſtle? 

Robin H. He was and that he might not loſe 
by his good-nature, Maſter George was $0 ing to 

ve him a place of 50 l. a year, but Sir Hans has 

nock d up that plan, and wo'n t let the new 
comers ſettle there. | 
Arthur. A moat tarn'd a-dfift into this curſed 
world, for a moſt kind action towards me, and 
1 tand, prating here with 3007. in my hand: no 
pennyworth of pippins ſha'n't haye all this work 
to nin(atf-—there. ives the note) that will 4 
you cakes and ale ti you get a place. 

Robinſon. Sir 1— 
 Artbar. Don't talk, I hate tiking) I'm abb 
lute / in that particular, Old Cruſoe. (puts them 
off) Ha, ha, ha! Pm tickled with a ſtrange am- 
bition—P1I be king of this Hand from” my fa- 
ther's ſole inheritance, Il enchant this houſe. 
from the court of poverty, to the caſtie of com- 
fort. — This iſland is now my territory—here-am , 
I king! oh! for my queen | but plague of my 
palace, [Ext inte 120% 


Enter LEnLIpf, and Boaruan. | bets 


L-CEilleti Now dat * comrade has brought 
VOL. . lady 


: 


* 


1 
y ' 
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lady over in n boat, let no one elſe 90 but 
Millor. [Exit Boatman. 

Ahl quel bonheur to find Auguſta myſelf! now . 

Monſieur Thomas and dat villain kin terrier a 

may hunt her for deir owu recreation dis ſoli- 

tary iſle—here milgr have no ee to inter- 

| fin Thong: | 


A 
* 
” ; 


51 As uur Auevsra. . * WA) 4 ; 


1 44665 The defire of ſeeing My couſin Ar- | 
- thur once again, before it is too late, can ſcarce- 
ly reconcile me to this ſtep—altogether this 
land wears a moſt forbidding aſpect III re- 
turn, an. fit in the chaiſe, till Fanny e 5 
(going 
L'illet. Ah! ma chere 7 preventing ber) You 
| muſt vait for Milor. | 
| 1 * He here! heavens! I'm petraped—l 
now ice my folly; _ 
__ U@Gillet. I was your laqusis, mon ange, and 
did ſit behind de chaiſe, and you ls not. know 
it, ag 
Au guſta. Pray, Sir, ſuffer me-to 8⁰. 40 a 
fe +: Galler. Oui, to Londres! dere Milor vil 
buy you fine cloaths and jewels, and you vill 
| ſhine at operas and ball and concert, and he vill 
Til your, hand . (offers to kiſs * Band) 3 


Euer ARTHUR. 


. RF. (frikes him. 
Liliet. Diantre! (runs 0 e gelen 4 


a as UL in Mater, is A without. * 
ö e 95 © 1. 


* 
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Re-enter Arthur. 


An yy” Aae! fir, what have you Su? , 

4 Only caſt my bait into the eee Fo kg 
cifer will always bite at a ſcoundrel.” 

Auguſta. Sir, he'll be drowned: 85 

Arthur, He's already à pickled. Ie How t be | 
alarm'd - you're ſafe now from even''the ſha- 
dow of inſult. How came you here in this re- 
mote place? ſpeak—but no matter—you feem 
diſtreſs'd, Madam. 5 

Agulo. (fide) Vice ſhould not humble the 
father in the opinion of the ſon.” Þ _* 

Arthur. Lean upon me, ma'am—holloo ! old 
Cruſoe, where's your ci come madam: 
(leads aur I { 


Enter Loxp Tonnmnor. 


Lord Tor. Should L'CEillet bring my augen; 
ſafe, here is no accommodation; I thought 1 
had ſome tenants on this land ! they'y ve let 
the place run Frangely- to. ruin. COU? 
Sir Hans 15 N 


i , 2. 
\ i 


Enter * Haus, Dicxuxs,” Grone, and Ro- 
BIN Hoors. 


Dick. But *ſquire, why diſguiſe yourſelf; ſure. 
you coud'n't be a confederate with my aig | 
pandar, to ſteal my daughter's governeſs ?- 

Sir H. Aye, George, where was the n ; 
of uſing artifice, ito run away with  Augoſta, the 
very girl I wanted to give you. 
o 2 George. 
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Georg e. Tes to explain the ne 
baſe * of others, 9 ſunk me into a 
ſchemer of ſtratigems. My ford, my name is 

Burgeſs. I'm no 1 knight: -errand,. yet 
1 . avow that I will endeaveur henceforth 
to protect female innocence from your lordſhip! $' 1 


diſhonourable harp Ses. Exit. 
e has es 1 ock 


Sir H. Bravo! 
Fen with Lord mee lord Ne to vn, 
5 A 
? 5 Pi My lord,” to, vou Th talk. Ii. 


44 Lord Tor. Then, no ſhelter . open ame, 
but to turn champion myſel{;! beſides, the ſtorm: 


— 


5 once blown over, my . her e 
1 n ee by th ; 

i X 5 4 36 | 

f Enter TuxoLix; 0 Ld 


Timolin. Oh, my lord, here flies 7 ober | 
creature to you with her character under ber 


arm. 
Lord Tor, Then, that villaii IL. CEinet, FE 


made my ſon's ſervant a party in this bulioels. 
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Enter Lavy Tonaznpn l, veiled, and Truouns, 


» as 4. *& * 
I 22 of — f 
ie _— 
— — 4 7 — 
— — —— 


Timolin. So Miſs, you wou'dn't be warn'd by © - 
me, you wou'd run headlong to the devil. And 
there he ſtands, ready to receive Jus (apart to 
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5 / Lady 'Torrendel). | - 
| Lord Tor. What's your purpo le, you ſeoun- 
4 drels, in bringing the La to this lonely place? 
# Timolin. Our purpoſe! , well, that's very 
h bigh !— 
5 Lord I. n rely upon my ee 
i am 
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I — honor to defend you from r | 
inſult... . 5 2 
Lad Tor. Certainly, my. lord! every gentle. 23 
man ſhould be the protector 9 * ee „ 
covers herſelf. 3. „„ 
Tord Tor. Lady Torrendel! . gy | 
Umolin. The Lady herſelf ! a. was td 4 | 
huſband ſhe was runsing, oh! dere 4 wonder, 
and 2 blunder! LExit, 
Lady Tor. My. Lord, I fee you are cotituled, + 
yet could I hope your preſent humiliation pro- 
ceeded from a ſorrow that promiſed repentance, 
and conſequent reformation, my heart's feelings 
for the man I did love and honor, ſhould melt 
me to compaſſion! (weeps) but no! take my 
reſentment ! my deſerved, and bitter reproach ! 
grief cannot reach a breaſt ſo callous as. yours 
it is only the ſtings of a wounded pride, and diſ- 
appointed purpoſe, that now agitates you; re- 
fle&! return an humble gratitude to heaven for 
having made my unexpected arrival here the 
means of ſnatching you from the repetition af a 
crime the moſt hotl td ſociety. A ſelfiſh, tran- 
fient gratification, that muſt baniſh for ever an 
unhappy female from the paths of honor! ſhan'd 
thro' life by the beſt part of her own ſex and | 
even deſpiſed by you ! the author gf her ſhame! + | 
your wrongs to me are nothing, but your 'me- | 
ditated tricks and plans, which you call gallan. 
tries, reflect only diſgrace on the dignity of man | 
hood! — 
Lord Tor. Lady Torrendel—1 confeſs Em * 4 
together OR ſhocked, and wich I'm very 
unhappy to ſee— that is—I'm unhappy ät Jour 
ſuſpecting— 


ese [ ; VaGantes; - 


"Tas Tor. Ok; you miſtake, aries Bb 
no ſuſpicions. mine are all certainties—bnt 


even if you conſider my throwing the paſt into {> 
the ſhade of oblivion, avy indulgenee, I ſhall in- 


fiſt upon a few conditions, and the firſt turn 
your countenance and protection to your poor 
deſerted youth] you as a parent, are reſponſible 


for every violation that your neglect has occas- of 


ſioned him to make on the laws of propriety; 
forth regard your poor friendleſs ſon, with all 


the care. and tenderneſs, of maternal affection. HOY 


Enter Arruun. r . OO 
» , pF + 


FOOTY Huzza, the 357 that laughs on me, 
ſhall ſmile on all around; fir, I thank 10 for 
your bounty, but | 8 


5 


Enter Coacuman. l 


bee My Lady, I gave Lord Arthur the | 
money, Te 
Lady Tor. Well, well! 


Arthur. How! was that 300 J. ſent me by | 


you, Madam. 


Lord Tor. Did you give countenabce' ad rb. 


lief, where wives, in general, look with con- 
tempt and even hatred ? Madam, -can you par- 
don? 


Lady Tar. My Lord, your conduct renders ' 


you rather an object of pity, than reſentment— 
you have implicitly delivered up your fortune, 
vour character, nay more, my Lord, your ho- 
nor, to be the ſport and progeny of an infa- 


4 


{ if you refuſe, I will be his parent, and hence- JT: 


mous 
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mos oa 
Valet, counteracted the rectitude of your in- 


tentions, by embezzling the ſums he had for 


purpoſes dictated by duty and nature. h 
why will thoſe who poſſeſs the godlike power f 
doing: good, delegate: a baſe, . BORON agent, | 
for the kind purpoſes. of humanity. ay 


Euter Six lens, Droxans, Oeser, and Av= $4 
+. GUSTA»\ 


4 - 


Sir H. Here, boy, take Au guſta.” Saas) 
Aribur. (advancing) Thank ye, Sir Hans ! (fakes 
ber hand) 
Sir H. Thank ye, indeed, for that!” George, 
will you loſe your "ite ſo? 


George. I've one ready at hand—father, with - » 


your leave and her own conſent. 


"Enter Fa NNY, and Trxotan, at the back.” 


2 Dick. To be ſure, I conſent—and we all con- 

ne 0 

Fanny. Oh! yes! we all r N 

governeſs, are you going to be married? Ile 

ſeems I'm going to be married. He, he, he! | 

eh! George:? | FRE 
Sir H. To ſee my ſon taken before HEY I 

with an he, he, he! g'blood,. fir ! let tha girl go, 

he, he, he, indeed. | 
Dick. Then I diſcover- your tricks, Sir, oh, 

oh, oh] indeed — Madam, (to Auguſta) no mat- 

ter what he ſays—you are ſtill heireſs to your 

uncle Woodbine's fortune. Throw it into my 

dank, chuſe me your guardien, I'll recover—Pll 
ſend Sir Nob a ſheet of cracklin ramſkin, _ 


x , 


our conſidential favourite, your, e 


— 
- 
A . 
= 
2— . — . —— — Dee EE oe — —- .... — — 2 
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9 reach from Chancery lane, to Weſtminſter. 
. | | 

Auguſta. Well, even ſo the property of the 
mother ſhould devolve to the ſon, and to him 1 
reſi nit. 

Arthur. No] ſooner than take it from you, 
my generous couſin,, Timolin and I will buffet 
the world again—and, rather than commit fur- 
ther depredations on honeſt tradeſmen, I'll turn 
to any thing, any one thing in life, except a 
Poet. Where are you old Bargatrot Caftle ? 

Iimolin. I'm here, your honor, dead or alive 
—we'll jump into our boots, before they're 
bought—away, maſter! Pm your man, thro” 
thick and thin, fire and ſmoke. 

Arthur. I could force myſelf to accept this 
fortune— that is, with a certain ſweet'ner— Will 
you, my Avguſta, accompany it: 

Auguſta. Then, Sir, for paltry gold, you'd 
quit your love! oh! fie! 

Sir H. Devil's in you, child! I was only 
joking about the girl over the hock, to make 
you marry George. 

(Arthur kiſſes her hand.) 

Lord Tor. Why, this is right. Lady Torren- 
del, your unexampled liberality will reclaim me 
into a huſband and a father. -My boy, were 
bleflings mine, you ſhould have one from me. 

Timolin. Then, as you're not worth a bleſſing, 
ſhow'r a bundle of yellow-boys upon us both. 

Dick. A good motion, throw them into my 
bank.—Eh! is that Monſieur ſhaking his ears 
like a water dog? (looking out) 

Arthur. My Lord, father, and you moſt ador- 


ed Auguſta, if I am deſtined to affluence, _ 
1 


OR, THE NEGLECTED SON. 105 


is my model, (/o George) who can forego the 
comforts of life to beſtow its neceſſaries on the 
indigent! 

Sir H. Why, my moſt magnificent Arthur, I 
thought you were to be George's model, and that 
like you he'd have grace enough, to play the de- 
vil. 

Arthur. So he ſhall—we'll kick Care out of 
the window, our abode ſhall be the Houſe of 
Joy, and the firſt card of invitation ſhall be, to 
the Man of Sorrow. 


My faults how great! but as no foſt'ring care 
Did ever ſmile upon misfortune's heir ! 


'The outcaſt oh receive! your pardon give, 
And in your favour, let him happy live! 


THE END, 
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THE 


CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. 


IN THREE ACTS. 


PERFORMED AT THE 
THEATRE-ROYAL, COVENT-GARDEN, 
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DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


Don den. bee. Mr. WILSON, 
Don Cæſar (or Capt. Ramirez), Mr. RRIx ROL D. 
— ̃˙ dw. —— Mr. Marrocxks. 
Dot Jul,” wioooororccct . Mr. FEARON. 
Alphonſo, ee eee Mrs. Kennepy. 
. 4. Mr. Ep wix. 
Spado, „ Mr. Quick. 
Sanguino, TE} ............. eee Mr. Manon. 
Calvette, E 4 ————— Mr. Tnoursox. 
Rapino, 6 Mr. Boyce. 
PRUIDDO, coooonreverccccerheeccercceccecee, Mr. Baser. 
Vaſquez, 6 Mr. STEVENS. 
6... 4 —— Mr. LR DOER. 
U — ee Miſs HARPER. 
Lorenza. . . . .. . ej · · . Signora SESTINI, 
. Miſs PLATr. 
G read aarchorecibet Mrs. WILSsox. 


BanDiTT1, SERVANTS, Gc, 


SCENE, Spain. 


THE 


CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. 


4 r I 
SCENE 1. 


A Cavern with winding Stairs, and Receſſes cut in 
the Rock; a large Lamp hanging in the Center, a 
Table, Wine, Fruits, &c.—At the head DoN 
CxSAR, on each fide SpaDo, SANGUINO, RAPI- 
No, and others of the Banditti. - 


CHORUS. 


Herr we ſons of freedom dwell 
In our friendly, rock-hewn cell ; 

Pleaſure's dictates we obey, 

Nature points us out the way 

Ever ſocial great and free, 

Valour guards our liberty. 


Of ſevere and partial laws, 

Venal judges, Alguazils ; 
Dreary dungeons's iren jaws, 

Oar and gibbet--- Whips or wheels 
# Let's never think 
While thus we drink 
Sweet Muſcadine ! 
O life divine! 

Chorus. Here we ſons of freedom dwell, &c. 


Don C. 
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Dan C. Come, Cavaliers, our carbines are 
loaded, our hearts are light, charge your glaſ- 
ſes, Bacchus gives the word, and a volley makes 
us immortal as the roſy god. Fire! (Call drink) 

Spa. Ay, Captain, this is noble firing, Oh, I 
love a volley of grape-ſhot—Are we to have any 
{ky-light in our cave? (/ooking at Sanguino's glaſs) 

Don C. Oh, no! a brimmer round. Come, a 
good booty to us to- night. (all drink) 

Spa. Booty! I love to rob a fat Prieſt,—Stand, 
fays I, and then I knock him down. 

Sang. My nole bleeds. (looks at his handkerchief) 
I wonder what colour is a coward's blood! 

Spa. Don't you ſee it's red? 

Sang. Hah! call me coward, (riſes in fury) 
Sirrah ! Captain! Cavaliers! but this ſcar on my 
forehead contradicts the miſereant. 

Spa. Scar on your forehead! Ay, you will 
look behind you when you run away. 

Sang. I'll ſtab the villain—(draws ſtilletto) I 
will, by heaven. 

Den C. Poh, Sanguino ! you know when a jeſt 
offers, Spado regards neither time, place nor 
perion. 

A]. (interpoſing) Don't hurt little Spado ! 

pa. (higing behind) No, don't hurt little 
Spado. | 

Lang. Run away! Armies have confeſs'd my 
valour the time has been—but no matter! (/t) 

Den C. Come, away with reflection on the 
pait, or care for the future; the preſent is the 

olden moment of poſſeſſion; let us enjoy it. 

All. Ay, ay, let us enjoy it. 

Don C. You know, Cavaliers, when I enter'd 
into this noble fraternity, I boaſted only of a lit- 


tle courage ſharpen'd by neceſlity, the reſult of 
my 
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my youthful follies, a father's ſeverity, and the 
malice of a good natur'd dame. 


Spa. Captain, here's a ſpeedy walk-off to old 


women. 

All. Ha, ha, ha! (drink) 

Don C. When you did me the honor to elect 
me your captain, for two conditions I ſtipulated 
—Tho' at war with the world abroad, unity and 
ſocial mirth ſhould preſide over our little com- 
mon-wealth at home. 

Spa. Yes, but Sanguino's for no head—he'll 
have ours a common-wealth of fiſts and elbous. 

Don C. The other, unleſs to preſerve your 
own lives, never to commit a murder. 

Spa. I murder'd ſince that—a bilhop's coach 
hore, 

All. Ha, ha, ha! 

Don C. Hand me that red wine. 


AIR.—Don Ceſar. 


Flow, thou regal purple ſtream, 
Tinted by the ſolar beam, 
In my goblet ſparkling rife, 
Cheer my heart and glad my eyes. 
My brain aicead on fancy's wing, 
Noint me, wine, a jovial king. 
While I hve, Ul lave my clay, 
When I'm dead and gone away, 
Let my thirſty ſuojects lay, 
A month he reign'd, but that was May, 
[ * bunder. 
Don C. Hark, how diſtinct we hear the thun- 
der 11\ro6ugh tl:is vaſt body of earth and rock 
Rapino, is, Caivette above upon nis poſt ? 
Ray Yes. 
Den .. Spado, 'tis your turn to relieve the 
centiacl, 
Spa. 
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Spa. Relieve ! why what's the matter with him? 

Don C. Come, come, no jeſting with duty— 
*tis your watch. 

Spa. Let the wolves watch for me—my duty 
is to get ſupper ready—(thunder} Go up! Od's 
fire, do you think I am a Salamander? D'ye 
hear! 

Sang. No ſport ] fear. 

Don C. Then call Calvette, lock down the 
trap-door, and get us ſome more wine from the 

ciſtern. | 
Spa. Wine! Ay, Captain, and this being a 
Night of peace we'll have a diſh of olives. 

Sang. No peace! we'll up and ſcour the foreſt 
preſently. But well thought on, a rich old fel- 
low, one Don Scipio has lately come to reſide in 
the caſtle on the ſkirts of the foreſt—what ſay 
you to plunder there ? | 

Don C. Not to night—I know my time—I 
have my reaſons—I ſhall give command on that 
buſineſs. But where's the ſtranger we brought 
in at our laſt excurſion ? 

Rap. He repoſes in yonder receſs. | 
Hp)pa. Ay, there he lies with a face as innocent 

as an angel, thought he fought like ſeven devils. 
(aſide) If my fellow-rooks wou'd but fly off— I'd 
have the pidgeon here within all to myelf. 

Calv. (appears at the top of the winding ftairs 
with a lanthern) Captain! 

Sang. Good news, Cavaliers ; here comes Cal- 
vette, 

Calv. A booty! 

Sang. What? where? 

Calv. Soft but one man! 

Fang. Is he alone? 


Calv. Quite. | 
Spa. 
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Spa. One man and alone that's odd! 

Calv. He ſeems in years, but his habit, (as 
well as I could diſtinguiſh,) ſpeaks him noble. 
(deſcends) 

Don C. Then he'll fight, My arms! 

Spa. Oh, he'll fight. — Get my arms—no, my 
legs will do for me. (a/ide) 

Sang. Come, my carbine—quick ! 

Don C. To the attack of one man—paltry ! 
Only you Calvette, and Spado go, the reſt pre- 
pare for our general excurſion. 


Spa. Captain, don't ſend me; indeed I'm too 


raſh! 
Don C. Come, come, leave buffoonery and to 
your duty. 


[CALVETTE aſcends, the reſt go in at ſeveral ' 


receſſes, Spa Do, aſcends ſlowly. ] 


Enter ALzHONSs0; 


Aiph. I find myſelf ſomewhat refreſh'd by 
ſleep—at ſuch a time to fall into the hands of 
theſe ruffians, how unlucky! I'm pent up here; 
my rival Fernando, once my friend, reaches Don 
Scipio's Caſtle, weds my charming Victoria, and 
I loſe her for ever; but if I could ſecure an in- 
terview, love ſhould plead my cauſe. 


AIR.—Alphonſo. 


The hardy ſailor braves the ocean, 
Fearleſs of the roaring wind; 

Yet his heart, with ſoft emotion, 
Throbs to leave his love behind. 


To dread of foreign foes a ſtranger, 
Tho? the youth can dauntleſs roam, 
Alarming fears paint every danger 
In a rival, left at home, 


YOL, | Q Spa- 
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SPADO returns down the ſtairs, 


Spa. (aide) Now for ſome talk with our pri- 
ſoner here—Stay, are they all out of ear-ſhot ? 
How the poor bird ſings in its cage! I know 
more of his affairs than he thinks of by overhear- 
ing his converſation at the inn at Lorca. | 

Alph. How ſhall I eſcape from theſe raſcals !— 
Oh, here is one of the gentlemen, Pray, Sir, 
may I take the liberty 

Spa. No liberty for you here—Yet upon cer- 
tain conditions, indeed—gpive me your hand. 

Alph. (aſide) Impudent ſcoundrel ! 

Spa. Senor, I wiſh to ſerve you, and ſerve 
you I will; but I muſt know the channel before 
I make for the coaſt, therefore to examine you 
with the pious ſeverity of -an holy Inquiſitor, in 
heaven's name, who the devil are you ? 

Alph. A pions adjuration truly! (fide) Sir, 
my name is Alphonſo, and I am ſon of a baak- 
er at Madrid. 

Spa. Banker! I thought he ſung hke a young 
gold-finch. 

Aiph. Perhaps by truſting this fellow I may 
.make my eſcape | 

$a, I'll convince him I know his ſecrets, and 
then I hold his purſe-ſtrings. 

Alph. You won't betray me! 

Spa. Honor among thieves. 

Alph. Then you muſt know when your gang 
attack'd me yeſterday evening 

Spa. You were polling full gallop to Don Sci- 
pio's caſtle on the confines of the foreſt here. 

Alph. Hey! then perhaps you know my paſ- 
ſion for— 


Spa- 
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Spa. Donna Victoria his daughter. 5 
Alpb. Then you know that ſhe's contracted 
Spa. To your friend Don Fernando de Zelva, 
who is now on his journey to the caftle, and to 


the deſtruction of your hopes, weds the lady on 


his arrival, 
Alph. True, while I am pent up in this curſed 


cavern, but how you got my ſtory, 1— 
Spa. No matter! I could let you out of this 
curſed cavern. 

Alph, And will you! 

Spa. Ah, our trap-door above requires a gold- 


en key. 
Alph. Your comrades have not left me a piaſ- 


tre. | 
Spa. Will you give me an order on your fa- 
ther's bank for fifty pieces, and I'll let you out? 
Alph. You ſhall have it. 
Spa. A bargain, Tl ſecure your eſcape, 


Enter Dox | CxsaR, (behind). 


Don C. How's this! 

Spa. Zounds, the Captain Ramirez (afide) 
Aye, you dog, I'll ſecure you from an eſcape ! 
Do you think I'd ſet you at liberty without the 
Captain's orders ? Betray my truſt for a bribe! 
What the devil do you take me for? (in à ſeeming 
rage) Oh, Captain, I didn't ſee you, 

Don C. What's the matter ? 

Spa. Nothing, only our priſoner here was 
miſtaken in his man—that's all. Let you eſcape, 
indeed ! | 

Alph. Here's a raſcal ! 


Spa. Raſcal! D'ye hear him? he has been 
Q 2 abuſing 
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abuſing me this half hour, becauſe I would not 
convey him out without your knowledge. Oh, 
what offers he did make me! but my integrity 
is proof againſt Gallions, Eſcurials, Peru's, and 
Mexico's. | 

Don C. Begone inſtantly to your comrades. 

[ Spado aſcends, 
Senor, no occaſion to tamper with my compa- 
nions; you ſhall owe yonr liberty to none but 
me. Some particulars of your ſtory, which! 
had from Spado, have engaged me in your inte- 
reit—to be free, up in the open air would you 
venture—ha, ha, ha !—not afraid of a ſprinkle 
of rain or a flaſh of lightning—no, no. Well, 
without conſulting my brethren here, as ſoon as 
they ſally forth, I'll convey you to the cottage 
of the vines, belonging to the peaſant Philippo, 
not far from Don Scipio's caſtle; there you may 
reſt in ſafety to-night, and 

Alph. Ah, Captain! no reſt for me. 

Don C. Look ye Senor, I am a ruffian, per- 
haps worſe, but venture to truſt me A pick- 
lock may be uſed to get at a treaſure don't wiſh 
to know more of me than I now chuſe to tell 
you, but if your miſtreſs loves you as well as 
you ſeem to love her, to-morrow night ſhe's 
yours. 

Alph. My good friend! 

Don C. Now for Philippo—I don't ſuppoſe 

ou wiſh to ſee any of our work above, ha, 
ha, ha !—Well, well, I was once a lover, but 


now 


AIR. 
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AIR.— Don Cz/ar. 


On by the ſpur of valour goaded, 
Piſtols prim'd and carbines loaded, 
Courage ſtrikes on hearts of ſteel ; 

While each ſpark 
Through the dark 

Gloom of night, 

Lends a clear and cheering light, 

Who, a fear or doubt can feel ? 


Like ſerpents now, through thickets creeping, 
Then on our prey, like lions, leaping ! 
Calvette to the onſet lead us, 
Let the wand'ring trav'ler dread us! 
Struck with terror and amaze, : 
While our ſwords with lightning blaze. ( Thunder) 
Thunder to ouy carbines roaring, 
Burſting clouds in torrents pouring, 
Each a free and roving blade, 
Ours a free and roving trade, 
To the onſet let's away, 
Valour calls, and we obey. [ Exeunt. 


ne ene mmm om 


SCENE II. 


A Foreſt, (a flormy night). 


Enter FERNANDO. 


Fer, Pedrillo! (calling) What a dreadful 
night, and horrid place to be benighted in | Pe- 
drillo !—1 fear I've loft my ſervant, but, by the 
pace I rode ſince I left Ecceija, Don Scipo's caſ- 
tle can't be very far diſtant—this was to have 
been my wedding night, if I arrived there—and 

2s for my charming bride—Yet I cannot regret 


my 
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my ſeparation from beauties, that I can only 
imagine. 


AIR. Fernando. 


Serenely ſmooth the moments run, 
With him, who from his natal hour, 
Has ne'er beheld the ſplendid Sun, 


Nor ſovereign Nature's genial power. 


But by the bolt of Jove ſtruck blind, 
Thus ſhut from every ray of light, 

What poignant grief o'ercaſts his mind, 

Who once hath known the joys of Sight. 


But what keeps Pedrillo, Pedrillo ! Pedrillo! 
(calling) 

Ped. (within) Sir! 

Fer. Where are you ? 

Ped. Quite aſtray, Sir. 

Fer, This way. 


Enter PEDRILLO, (groping). 


Ped. Any body's way, for I have loſt my own 
Do you ſee me, Sir? 

Fer. No, indeed! (lightning) 

Ped. You ſaw me then, Sir. (thunder) Ah, this 
mult frighten the mules, they'll break their bri- 
dles ; I tied the poor beaſts to a tree. 

Ter. Well, we may find 'em in the morning, 
if they eſcape the banditti which I am told in- 
feſts this foreſt. 

Ped. Banditti! (a ſhot without) Ah! we are 
dead men, 

Fer. Somebody 1n trouble! 

Ped. No, ſomebody's troubles are over. 


Fer. Draw, and follow me, 
Ped, 
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Ped. Lord, Sir! ha'nt we troubles enough of 
our own ? 

Fer. Follow ! who can deny afliflance to his 
fellow-creature in diſtreſs ? (draws) [Extt. 

Ped. What fine creatures theſe gentlemen are! 
But for me, I am a poor, mean ſervant—ſo Fll 
ev'n take my chance with the mules. 


AIR. —Pedrillo. 


A maſter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping, dreary, dun, 
And he'll get a wife as faſt as he can, 
With a haily, gaily, gambo raily, 
Giggling, niggling, 
Galloping galloway, draggle tail, dreary dun, 


i ſaddled his ſteed ſo fine and ſo gay, 
Galloping, dreary dun, 

I mounted my mule, and we rode away. 
With our haily, &c. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping, dreary, dun, 

The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lark, 
With her, &c. 


We met with a friar, and aſk'd him our way, 
Galloping, dreary, dun, 

By the Lord, ſays the friar, you're both gone aſtray, 
With your, &c, 


Our journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping, dreary, dun, 

We wander alone, like the babes in the wood, 
With our, &c. 


My maſter is ſighting, and Tl take a peep, 
Galloping, dreary, dun, 

But now I think better, I'd better go ſleep, 
With my, &c. [ Exit. 
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SCENE III: 
A thicker part of the foreſt. Large tree and flone 


croſs near the front. 


Enter Spano, runs round terrified, and climbs into 
the tree. 


Enter Don Scipio, attacked by SANGUINO, Rari- 
| NO, and CALVETTE. 


Sang. Now, Rapino, lop off his ſword-arm, 

Don S. Forbear | there's my purſe. (throws it 
down) 

Sang. Fire! | 

Spa. (peeping from the tree) No, don't fire. 

Sang. | am wounded, hew him to pieces! (as 
Don Scipio is nearly overpowered) 


Enter FERNANDO. 


Fer. Ha! what murderous ruffians ! (engages the 
Banaitti who precipitately diſperſe ſeveral ways) 

Spa. Holloa! the foreſt is ſurrounded with 
Inquiſitors, Alguazils, Corrigidores, Hangmen, 
and holy fathers. | 

Don $. Oh, I hav'nt fought ſo much theſe 
twenty years, 

Spa. Eh, we have loſt the field, curſed dark; 
tho” I think I could perceive but one man come 
to the relief of our old Don here. ; 

Don S. But where are you, Senor? approach 
my brave deliverer. 

Spa. So here's a victory and nobody to claim 
it! I think ll go down and pick up the laurel. 
(deſcends) I'll take the merit of this exploit, I 
may get ſomething by it, D 

on 


* 
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Don S. J long to thank, embrace, worſhip this 
enerous ſtranger as my guardian angel. | 
Spa. (aſide) I may paſs for this angel in the 
dark—Villains, ſcoundrels! robbers, to attack an 
honeſt gentleman ! but I made the dogs ſcam- 
per! (vapouring) en: 

Don S. Oh, dear! this is my preſerver ! 

$pa, Who's there? Oh, you are the wor- 
thy gentleman I reſcued from theſe raſcal ban- 
ditti. 

Don S. Noble, valiant ſtranger—I— 

Spa. No thanks, Senor, I have ſav'd your life 
and a good action rewards itſelf. 

Don S. A gallant fellow faith — Eh, as well as 
could diſtinguiſh in the dark, you look'd much 
taller juſt now ? —_ cloſe at him) 

Spa. When I was fighting ? true, anger raiſes 
me—l always appear fix foot in a paſſion ; be- 
ſides my hat and plume added to my height. 

Don F. (by accident treading en the purſe) Hey, 
the rogues have run off without my purle too. 

Spa. O, ho! (afide)—What, I have fav'd 
your purſe as well as your precious life! 
Well, of a poor fellow, I am the luckieſt dog in 
: all Spain, x 
Don S. Poor! Good friend, accept it as 2 

{mall token of my gratitude. 
t Spa. Nay, dear Sir! 
Don S. You ſhall take it. 
xz Spa. Lord, I am ſo aukward at taking a purſe. 
| (takes it) | | 

Don $. Hey, if I could find my cane too 
I dropt it ſomewhere hereabouts when I drew to 
defend myſelf (looking about) 

Spa. Lounds ! I fancy here comes the real con- 
VOL. I. R queror 
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queror—no matter—l've got the ſpoils of the 
field. (afide chinks the purſe and retires) 

Don F. Ah, my amber-headed cane! (ill look- 
ing about) 1 vp 


Re-enter FERNANDO. 


Fer. The villians ! 
Don 8. Ay, you made em fly like pigeons, 
my little game-cock ! | 

Fer. Oh, I fancy this is the gentleman that 
was attack'd. Not hurt, I hope, Sir, 

Don S. No, Pm a tough old blade—Oh, 
gadſo, well thought on—feel if there's a ring on 
the purſe, it's a relick of my deceas'd lady, it's 
with ſome regret I aſk you to return it. 

Fer, Return what, Sir? 
Don S. A ring you'll find on the purſe, 
Fer. Ring and purſe! really, Sir, I don't un- 


derſtand you. 


Don S. Well, well, no matter—A mercenary 
fellow? (afede.) 

Fer. The old gentleman has been robb'd, and 
is willing that I ſhould reimburſe his loſſes. 
(ofide) 

Don S. It grows lighter: I think I can diſ- 
tinguiſh the path I loſt—follow me, my hero, and 
(going ſuddenly turns and looks ftedfaſtly at Fer- 
nando.) Zounds, Senor, I hope you are not in 
a paſſion, for I think you look ſix foot high 
again. 

Fre. A ftrange, mad old fellow this! (aſide.) 

Don S. Theſe raſcals may rally, ſo come 
along to my caſtle, and my daughter Victoria 
ſhall welcome the preſerver of her father, - 
| er. 
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Fer. Your daughter, Victoria! Then, perhaps, 
Sir, you are Don Scipio, my intended father- in- 
law? | | 

Don S. Eh! Why! is it poſſible that you can 
be my expected ſon, Fernando? | 

Fer. The ſame, Sir, and was on my journey 
to your Caſtle when benighted in the foreſt here. 

Dan S. Oh, my dear boy! (embraces him.) 
Damn'd mean of him to take my purſe tho'— 
(afide.) Ah, Fernando, you were reſolv'd to 
touch ſome of your wife's fortune before-hand. 

Fer. Sir—[— | N 

Don 8. Huſh! You have the money and 
keep it: aye, and the ring too; I'm glad it's not 
gone out of the family Hey, it grows lighter— 
Come | | 

Fer. My raſcal Pedrillo is fall'n aſleep ſome- 
where. (a whiſtle without) | 

Don S. No, we're not ſafe here—Come then, 
my dear—brave valiant—Curs'd paltry to take 
my purſe tho'. (aſide.) --- [Exeunt. 

Spa. (who had been liſtening, advances.) So 
then our old gentleman is father to Victoria, my 
young banker Alphonſo's miſtreſs, and the other 
is Fernando his dreaded rival—this is the firſt 
time they ever ſaw each other too. He has a 
ſervant too, and his name Pedrillo—a thought 
ſtrikes me, if I could by croſs paths but get to 
the caſtle before em, Id raiſe a moſt delicious 
commotion—lIn troubled waters 1 throw my 
fiſhing- hook (V biſtle without.) Excuſe me, gen- 


I'm engag'd. | 
[ Exit oppoſite fide. 
R 2 SCENE 


\ into the nunnery. . 
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An apartment in Dox Selpio's caſtle, _ 
| Enter VIicrORIAand(CATALINA. ; 6 | 
Cat. Nay, dear madam, do not ſubmit tog | 


Vic. But, Catalina, my father defires-b ſhould 
take the veil, and a parent's voice i the call of 
heaven! N ie 
Cat. Heav'n! - Well, tho' the fellows: ſwear 
I'm an angel, this world is good enough for me 
— Dear Ma'm, I wiſh 1 could but once ſee yon 
in love. WW 

Vic. Heigh ho ! Catilina, I wonder what fort. 
of gentleman this Don Fernando is, who is con- 
tracted to me, and hourly expected at the caſtle! 
Cat. A beautiful man, I warrant— But, Ma'm, 
' youre not to have him, Huſh! Dame Iſabe 
not content with making your father by ilights 

_ andill.uſage, force your brother, poor Don Cæſar, 
to run about the world in the Lord knows what 
wild courſes, but ſhe now has perſuaded the old 
gentleman to paſs her daughter on Don Fernando 
for you—There, yonder ſhe is flaunting, ſo be- 
jjewell'd and be- plum'd Well, if I was you, they 

might take my birth- right but my huſband— 
take my man the deuce ſhould take them firſt ! 
Ah, no! if I ever do go to heav'n VI] have a 
imart lad in my company. Send you to a nun- 
ney? T 71 | 

Vic. Was my fond mother alive! Catilina, my 
father will certainly marry this Pame _— 5 

LE am. 


n r o fn. ws 
I am now an alien to his affegtions, bereft of 
every Jy IR t quit the world 
* without a 401. 


AIR vide. A 
Ah, ſolitude, take my =y 
My griefs ll ts Any 


Each figh thou can'ft gentl repreſs, 
'Thy Fence? is — 2 


1 from my ſonnet may yy 
g 9 let me fly the gay thron 
To ſoften 


my ſorrows I 


Vet forrows the theme of den 
fk 22 | 


| Cat. * te this cifile 18 ſow e hee Donn 
Vetoria enters a nunnery—Shall I go with her? 
No, -I was never made fora nun—Aye, I'll back 
to the vineyard, and if my fweetheart Philippo, 
is as fond as ever, who knows—1 was his queen 
of all the girls, tho” the charming youth was 
the guitar, gute, fiddle and hors; of our 
village. | 


AIR. Catilina. 


Like 8. dear ſwain, no youth you'd ſee 
So blythe, fo gay, fo full of glee, 
In all our village who but he 
To foot it ap fo featly--- 
His lute to hear, 
From far and near, 
Each female came, | | | 
Both Irl and dame, | ' 11 
And all his boon 


For Lc 
them round: ſo _ FR] 


F 


- While 3 PETIT jocund rings: an me T 
1 We nimbly danc'd. he'd plz or . ois 
* „ the youth was c bleu kin 3 N 
5 He caught our cars fo l 2. e # 
Such muſic rare, F | 
Inn his guitar, il | Ws 
FN „ r 
TN The crowd was ants. or 1 1 8 
HFis only boon eee e e 
| For every tune, is e NE 
1 . To kis w round fo u W 


® 3 


Enter vou, introducing Seavo. Lf RA] 


Vaſ. PI wks dame label, . to 
wait a moment. Exit Vaſquez. 
Spa. Sir !—This dame label i is, it ſeems, a wi- 
dow-gentlewoman, whom Don Scipio bas re- 
tain'd ever ſince the death of his lady, as ſupreme 
directreſs over his family, has ſuch an aſcendancy 
here, that ſhe has even prevail'd on him, to drive 
his own ſon out of his houſe, and, ha, ha, ha! is 
now drawing the old Don into a matrimonial 
nooſe, ha, ha, ha! I am told, rules the roaſt here 
in the caſtle Ves, yes, ſhe s my mark-—Hem! | 
No for my ſtory, but my ſcheme is up if I tell 
a ſingle truth—Ah, no . of chat. — On, this 
way ſhe moves— _ ; 


/ 


Enter Dame IsABEL and VasQUEz. + 
I Don Scipio not return'd! A fooliſh old 
man, rambling about at this time of night 
Stay, Vaſquez, where's this ſtrange, ugly, little 
fellow you ſaid wanted to ſpeak with me? 
" af. (confuſed.) Madam, I did not ſay ugly 
Spa, No matter, young man—Hem ! 


Exit Vaſe 
as”: - or 
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- If Well, Sir, pray who are you? Renn: edt; % 
Spa. (bowing obſequiauſly.) Madam, I haye; the. 

konour to be confidential ſervant and ſecretary 
to Don Juan, father to Don Fervando de Zelva., 

I. Don Fernando! Heav'ns! is he arrived? 

1 Vaſquez, Lopez, Diego: (calling 1 4 

Hold, madam ; he is not arriv'd |, Moſt 

* 5 lady, pleaſe to lend you attention for a 

few moments to an affair of the higheſt impor- 

tance to Don Seipio“ $ — 8 young! maſter 

is coming 8 | CPL 4%, 91% 

V. Well, Sir! A A £5 114) TH = | 


4. Incog. | of is Wal 34 wy fat | 
Incog | 


Pa. I you hall hear—(afide) Wow = , 
a lie worth twenty piſtoles The morning before 
his departure, Don Fernando calls me into his 
cloſet, and ſhutting the door, Spado, ſays he, 
you know this obſtinate father of mine has en- 
gag'd me to marry a lady I have never ſeen, and 
to-morrow, by his order I ſet. out for Don Scipio 
her father's caſtle, for that purpoſe ; but, ſays 
he, ſtriking his breaſt with one hand, 
his muſtachios with the other, and turning uß 
his eyes—if, when I ſee her, ſhe don't hit my 
fancy—lL'll not marry: her, by the — 1 L 
ſhan't mention his oath before you, madam. | 
1/. No, pray don't, Sir. | 
15 Therefore, ſays he, I deſign to dreſs Pe- 
drillo, my arch dog of a valet, in a ſuit of my 
clothes, > heſhall perſonate me at Don Scipio's 
caſtle, while I, in à livery, paſs for him—If I 
like the lady, 1 reſume my own character, and 
take her hand, if not, the deceit continues, and 
Pedrillo weds Donna OY juſt to warn p35 
re 


v. 4 


rewial tyranny: how it dares ** up marriage 
without conſulting our inclinations. 

_ I. Here's a diſcovery} ſo then, it's my.poor 
child that muſt have fall' gs OP | 
Well, good Sir! | 

Spa. And, continued. he Spado, 1 appoint 
you my truſty ſpy in this Don Scipio's family ; 
to cover our deſigns, let it be a ſecret that you-' 

belong to me, and I ſhar't ſeem even to know: 
you—You'll — get a footing in the family, 
Err he, by impoſing ſome lie or other u uy 
fooliſh woman im told is in the caſtle, Dame 
Iſabel, I think they call her. | | 6 

I. He ſhall find Im not ſo ealily impor 
upon. 

7275. I faid ſo, madam 3 ſays I. a lady of Dame 

Ifabel's wiſdom muſt ſoon find me out yup 1 to 

tell her a lie. % | 
V Ay, that 1 ſhould, Sir, 


Enter Voce 


| 2 Ob, Madam ! my maſter is return'd and 
Don Fernando de Zelva with en | - 
vit V. | 
ne Don Fernendo! Oh, then, this 1 
valet, var P11 give him a welcome with.a ven- 
geance! 

Spa. Hold, Madam !. Supp oſe for a lttle ſport, 

you ſeem to kiimour the deceit, only to ſee how 
the fellow acts his part, be'll play the gentleman 
very well I warrant ; he is an excellent mimic, 
for, you muſt know, Ma"am, this Pedrillos mo- 
ther was'a Gypſy, his father a Merry Andrew to 
a Mountebank, and he himſelf five years Frum-. 


peter to a company of Strolling Players. 


„ 80, 1 Was likely to have a hopeful ſon- in- 
I w—Good Sir, we are eternally indebted to you 
for this timely notice of the impoſition.” 

| $54. I have done the common duties of an ho- 


neſt mn have been long in the family anßeg 
can't ſee my maſter make ſuch a fool of himſelf 4! 
without endetrouring to Proverſt 1 miſchance. 75 


in conſequenee. 

½ Dear Sir, I deeeck you bl kowe wuchert 
this roof, pray be free, and want Fried nothin 8 the 
houſe affords. NN 


Spa. (Soto. ) Good Madam ron want for . I 


thing I can lay my fingers on. (Hide. ) 


(Exit 8 pads.) 
If. Heaven's ! what an "honeſt ſoul it is 2 | 
a lucky ä Oh, here comes my darling 


girl! | 
Enter Lok 1 (magnificently dreſi A.) 
Lor. Oh, cara Madre! See, behold !—Can I 


fail of captivating Don Fernando ? Don't I look 
charming? 


I Why, Lorenza, I muſt ay the toilet has 


done it's duty I'm glad to ſee you in ſuch ſpirits, 
my dear child! 

Lor. Spirits! ever gay, ever ſprightly, chear- 
ful as alark—but, my dear mother 

I/. Mother! Huſh, my love ! you forget you 
are now to paſs for Donna Victoria, Don Scipio's 
daughter; and for that purpoſe, I bad you 
brought from Italy—lt ſeems your youh Ma- 
drid Lover, Alphonſo too, thinks you Vi din, 
but you muſt forget him, child. | 

Ler. Yes—but how ſhall 1 forget my Norah 


Lover, my dear Ramirez? I love him, Alphonſo \ 


vol. I, 8 loves 
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loves me, and here for the ſake of Fortune muſt 
I give my hand to this Don Fernando, when there 
can't poſſibly be any love on either fide. 
i I requeſt, my dear, you'll not think of this | 
z—ev'n from your own. account of him, 
— — be a perſon of moſt diſſolute principles 
fortunately he knows you only by your name of 
Lorenza, I hope he won't find you out here. 
Lor. Then, farewell, loving Alphonſo— Adieu, 
| belov'd Ramirez! In obedience to your com- 
mands, Madam, I ſhall accept of this Don Fer- 
nando; and. as ONTO 1 wall Jove him ba L | 


can— 


AIR Lorenza. 


Love! gay illufon! SA 3 
Pleaſing deluſion, | | 
With ſweet intruſion, 


Poſſeſſes the mind, a 


| Love with loye meeting 
Paſſion is fleeting; 3 
Vows in repeating 
We truſt to the wind. 


Faith to faith plighted, 
Love may be blighted; 


Hearts often ſlighted N D N 
VWill ceaſe to be kind. 


E. nter Vas. 


750 Madam my maſter and Don Fernando. 

.. Has Don Fernando a ſervant with him! 
Vaſ. No Madam. 

{. Oh, when be comes, take notice of him. 


Enter 


THE CASTLE OP ANDALUSIA.—— ugt” 
Enter Dor Se and FannANDO. | * | ba | þ 


Don . Oh, my darling game and my delients' 
daughter, bleſs your ſtars that you ſee poor el 
alive again Behold my ſon-in-law and the pr 

ſerver of my life Don Fernando, there's — 
ſpoule, and this is Donna Iſabella, a lady of vaſt 
merit, of which my heart is ſenſible. | 

Fer. Madam t Dale Vel 3 
1/. What an impudent fellow ! | (Aſde.) 

Don S. Dear Fernando, you are as welcome 
to this caſtle as flattery to a lady, but there the 
is—bill and coo—embrace, carreſs her. 

(Ferdinand ſalutes Lorenza.) 

Lor. If IJ had never ſeen Autres 1 ſhould 
think the man tollerable enough! (de) 

Don S. Ha! ha! this ſhall be the happy night 
—Eh, Dame Iſabel, by our agreement, before 
the lark ſings 1 take poſſeſſion ot this nodle tene- 
ment. 

Fer. Don Scipio, I hop'd to have the honour 
of ſeeing your ſon. 

Don S. My fon! Who, Cæſar? Oh; Lord! 
He's—le was a—turn'd out a profligate= Sent 
hm to Italy got into bad company—don'tknow m 
what's become of him My dear friend, if ou 
would not offend me, never mention Cefar 
in my hearing. Egad— Eh. my dainty A | 
not Don Fernando a fine fellow! 

JJ. Yes, he's well enough for a trempeter. 

Don $. Trumpeter! (with ſurpriſe) what do 
you mean by that? Oh, becauſe I ſound his 
praiſe; but, Madam, he's 2 cavalier of noble 
birth, title, fortune, and valour 
{/. Don Sap, a word if you pleaſe, | 

40 kes bim aide) 
s 2 Ler. 
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Lor. (to Fernanda) Si, Signor, our caſtle "ITY 

is rather a gloomy manſon when compared to 

the beautiful Caſſino's on the banks of the Arno. 

Fer. Arno! true, Don Scipio ſaid in his letter, | 
the ons ane had 8 educated at een | 

(aſide . 

4 Lor. You "have: bad an uppleaſant journey, 

IgBnor, 4 

* 1 have bn * difficulties by 
the way, it is true, Madam; but am amply re- 
paid by the honqur ang happineſs I paw e 
(tows) | 

Lor. Sir —1 foe: hw a polite be pang (af 4 
Won't you pleaſe to fit, Sir? I fancy you muſt 
be ſomewhat weary. (they 0 

Don S. Eh, ſure what this fellow only Don 
Fer nando's footman | how ! it can't bel N 

J A fact; and preſently you'll ſee Dow: Fer- 
nando bimſelf in livery. | 

Don S. Lock at the impudent ſon of a : gypſey. 
at himſelf down—By St. Iago Ml ' 

If. Hold! let him play off a tew of his airs. 

Don S. A footman! Ay, this accounts for his 
behaviour in the foreſt—Don Fernando would 
never have accepted my purſe—(taps Fernando on 
the Solder Hey, what, you've got there? z 

Fer. Will you pleaſe to fit, Sir? (riet) 79 5 

Don 8. Ves, he looks like a trumpeter. (aſi ide) 
You may fit down, friend. (with contempt) 

Fer. A ſtrange old gentleman ! 


Enter VASQUEZ. 


Vaſ. Sir, your ſervant Pedrillo, i is arriv'd, 

[Exit Yajſques., 

I/ Servant Pedrillo! Ay, this is Ferpango 
himſelf. (Sari 19 fully to Scipio * | 

Fer. 


| | ö 
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Fer. Oh; then the fellow has fund his way 1 
laſt. Don Scipio—Ladies—excuſe me a moment, 
Ei Fernandy. 
Lor. What a charming fellow 
Don S. What an impudent raſcal ! F 
Ped, (without) Is my maſter this way? 
Don S. Maſter! Ap; this is Fernando. 


Enter PzDaILLo: with o Portmanteau. ly: 


Ped. Oh, dear! Ive got among the gentlo- 
folks, I aſk pardon, 4 tis 
1 How well he does look and act the FRONT E 
Don. S. Admirable! Yet 1 ane the gran 
dee under the very. * . wa 

J. Pleaſe to fit, Sir. (with 88 reſpect 

Lor. A livery ſervant fit down by me! 

Don S. Pray ſit down, Sir. (ceremonioufly.) 

Ped. Sit þ Boy ( fits) Oh, theſe muſt be the 
upper ſervants of the family—her ladyſhip bere 
is the houſekeeper, I ſuppoſe the young tawdy 
tit, lady's maid—(hey, her 'miſtreſs throws off 
good clothes) and old Whiſkers Don Sos 
butler. (aide) 


Enter Fe RNAN DO. 


Fer. Pedrillo! how! ſeated? what meant this 
diſreſpect ? 5 

Ped. Sir. (riſes) Old Whiſkers the dutllr tes 
aſked me to fit down by Senorita Furbelow / 
the waiting-maid, here. | 

Fer. Sirrah ! | 1 6. 

Ped. Yes, Sir. RI 

Don S. Sir, and ſirrah! how rarely they act 
their parts. I'll give them an item tho? that 1 
underſtand the * of their OT (aſide An, . 
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Senor! (ie Pedrilld) Ty 
Your wits muſt be keener, 3 
2 Oni pradegce to elude,” a en 


Vour fine — bis 

Tho! eh 1 | N 
Will do yon little good. i 

My fine plot! r e 

- I'm a ſot, dee | 


H Flrnow what 
Theſe gentlefolks are at. 


- | Paſt the perils of the night, 


Tempeſts, darkneſs, rude alarms; * 
Phebus riſes clear and bright, 
In the luſtre of your charms. - 
O, charming, I declare, 
So polite a cavalier! | 
| He underſtands the daty, 

And homage due to beauty. ae 
Bravo! O braviſimo! . 
Caro! O cariſſimo! | & 

How ſweet his honey words, 
Ho noble is his mien! 
Fine feathers make fine birds, 
The footman's to be ſeen. 
But both deſerve a baſting ! 
Since morning I've been faſting. 
Vet J could laugh for anger. 
Oh, I could cry for —_ 
I «could laugh. ü 
I could cry. 
J could quaff, | We 
80 could J. n 4 
Ha, ha, ha! I'm in a fit, 
Oh, I could pick a little bit, 
Ha, ha, ha! 
Oh. oh, oh! 
A very pleaſant party! 
A whimſical reception! 
A whimſical deception! 
Put maſter and man accept a welcome hearty, 
1 our thanks ſincere, ſor ſuch « welcome 
. | 


Exp os AcT I. 


3 my 


SCENE I. . 
"a Apartment in the Caſtle. : | , 
Enter Dox Caxsar (with precaution.) 
Don CASA. | 


Thus far I've got into the Caſtle unperceived 
—Þ'm certain, Sanguino means the old gentle. 
man a miſchief, which nature bids me endea- 


vour to prevent, I ſaw the raſcal flip in at the 


poſtern below; but where can he have got to ! 
(A /liding pannel opens in the warinſcot, Enter thro? 
it SANGUINO.) Yes, yonder he iſſues like a rat 
or a ſpider, How now, Sanguino! 

Sang. Captain Ramirez ! 


Don C. On enterprize without my know: 


ledge ! What's your buſineſs here? 
Sang. Revenge! Look—( ſbews a filletto.) if 
I meet Don Scipio | 


| 
on . 
* 
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— laft night, andloſe thy booty too? 


here, Sanguino ? 


- caſtle. r 


£15 AIR. x Cher. 


I miſt Spado at the ON 4 this morning—did 


Sir. 


. its CASTLE of ANDALUSIA. 3 
Don <4 i command vou to quit your para 


Sang. What, ho fatisfadtion fot my noun 


Don C. Your wound was chance—Put up | 
We ſhall have noble bb6ty bere; and that's pur 
buſineſs—But you ſeem to know your groynd -1 


Sang. 1 was formerly Maſter of the Horſe to 
Count D'Olivi the laſt ent ſo am well ac 
quainted with the galleries, lobbies, windings, 
turnings, and every ſecret lurking Place in the 


Don C. Ha, ha, ha! Well, I have hope o'er 
our booty here, we can afford to laugh at paſt 
dangers. e | 


. | 

T | 
„ 
As homeward from the neighb'ring fair, - 9 
His grain well ſold, diſpell'd his care, 

Wit Jocound haſte the thrifty ſwain 

Trips o'er the mead and ſkims the plain, 


He ſtops! He views--.Oh, dire amaze! 
His ſtock, his cottage all a blaze 


But haſt'ning on he looks around, C1140 
The heath's on fire---to clear his ground, rt 
His jovial friends to meet him come 

To chaunt the cheerful welcome home ; 7 FAR 
With heart-felt joy the ſound he hears, Fe) 
And laughs away his former fears. 


be quit the cave with you ? 
Spa. (without) As ſure as Im alive it's s fat 


Don C. Isn't that bis volce | 8 8 2 2410" 
Lang. 
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le! . = 7 . Ts, 7 L 


Sore. 
Don C. Huſh! Gy rein) . 46 Eos 
Enter-Don Scxrro aud Grave, | 5 ' 5 | 


Den d. Yes, I've heard of ſuch Dow: z but 
you ſay you've been in the cave where theſe 2 
ruffian banditti live? 

Spa. Moſt certainly, ſir; for aſter having 
robb'd me of ſive hundred doubloons, the wick- 
ed rogues barbarouſly ſtripp'd, tied me heck and 
heels, threw me acroſs. a mule: like a fack 
of corn, and led me blindfold to their er a 
cavern. 

Don 8. Poor fellow kg 

Spa. There, Sir, in this ſkulking hole the 
villains live in all manner of debauchery, and 
7 out upon the innocent traveller like beaſts 

pre 8 
Don . Oh, the tygers juſt ſo they faſtened 
upon me laſt night, * your fellow ſervant 
Pedrillo, our ſham Fernando, made em run 
Uke hares; 1 gave him my parſe for _ 
trouble tho”. 

Spa. And he took it! what a 8 
vou ought not to have ventured out un- 
arm'd—l always take a blunderbufs when I go 
upon the road—the raſcal banditci are may pi- 
tiful cowards. 

Don 8. What a glorious thing to deliver theſe 
reprobates into the hands of juſtice. | 

Spa. Ah, Sir, twould be a bleſſed. affair 
Oh, Pd hang * em up like mad dogs ! . 1 

Bon S. Well, you fay you know the cave? 

Spa. Yes, yes, I ſlipp'd the handkerchief from 
my eyes and took a peep, made particular ob- 
VOL, I. T ſerva- 
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ſervations of the ſpot; ſo get 2 firong > 
5 e I'll lead you to the very trap er, = their | 
en. 

Den S. then we'll ſarprize them, and you l 
have the prayers of the whole country, my Rage 
neſt friend. 

Spa. Heav'n "lng Sir, I have no mo- 
tives for this diſcovery but the publick good, ſo 
I expect the country will order me a undred 
piſtoles as a reward for my b 4 or 
Don C. Here's a pretty dog! (apart.) 
oy: Ay, 7, he han't Jong to *. 


| - art. ) 
Don S. An hundred piſtoles! N 
Spa. Sir, have an eye upon their Captain as 
they call him, he's the . moſt abandon'd, impu- 
dent, profligate—(ſuddenly turning ſees Don Cæſar, 
who ſhews a piſtol.) Captain did I ſay; (terrified.) 
Oh, no; the Captain's a very worthy-good na- 
tur d fellow—I meant a ſcoundrel, who thinks 
he ought to be Captain, one Sanguino, the 
moſt daring, wicked and bloody villain that— 
(turning the other way perceives Sanguino with a 
Piſtol.) but indeed, I found Sanguino an honeſt. 
good natured fellow too ( ii increaſed terror) 
Don. Hey, a bloody, wicked, honeſt, gente 
natur'd fellow what is all this? * 1. her 

Spa. Les; then, Sir, 1 thoug ht, 1 tive theſe 
two gentlemen, and at that inſtant, I thought * 
they looked ſo nn that with the fright, I 
awoke. | | 

Don H. Awoke wad than: is all this but 2 
dream you have been telling me? 

Spa. Ay, fir,” and the moſt frightful dream I 
ever had in my life. I'm at us n rien n- 
ed out of my wits. 

| Don 
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Don $.. You do look frighten'd indeed—poor | 
man! I thought this cave was— - 
Spa. Don't mention the « cave or 1 faint— 


LINE 2 a | {1 


Enter Vasco . 2 ur; A 
af. Dame label would ſpeak vith th. you, 


Don S. PI wait on her, 

Spa. Yes I'll wait on her. (going baftiy ) 

Don S. You ! ſhe don't want you. 

Spa. Dear Sir, the can't do without me at this 
time. Nr Don Scipio. 


I come. (going.) 
Don C. No you ſtay. him back. ) 


| Spa. Ah, my dear Captain. (affecting ſurprize 
and joy.) What, and my little Sanguino too! 
Who could of * of your — me out 
here! f 
Don C. Ves; you are found out. 
$ Such diſcoveries as I have made in the 
caſtle 
on 0. Lou re to make diſcoveries i in the foreſt 
too. 
Sang. Our cavʒe! | 
Spa. Oh, you overheard that ! Didn't I hum 
the old fellow finely ? Ha, ha, ha 
Sang. And for your reward, traitor, take this 
to your heart. oy [Offers to Aab bim. 
Don. C. Hold, Sanguino 
Spa. Nay, my dear Sanguino, ſtay | What the 
devil—So here, I can't run a jeſt upon a filly old 


man, but I myſt be run thro' with a ſtiletto | 'D 
on 


fir, 


BIR. 


T2 


LY 
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Den. C. come, Spado, confeſs what really 
| drought, you here. 
Spa. Buſineſs, my hoes Sit, buſneks, all i in 
our own way too, 197 I deſign'd to let every man 
of you into the caſtle this very night, when all 


the family are in bed, and plander's the word 


— _ a delicious booty ! pyramids of In 
gold, and little cheſts of diamonds | 
"= Indeed! | 
Spa. Sanguino, look at that cloſet. 
Sang. Well! | | 
Spa. A glorious prize! | 10 5 
— Indeed! . 
Spa. Six cheſts of maſſy plate 1 ouly 
look into the cloſet ; wait here a moment, and 
PII fetch a maſter-key that ſhall open ron on 
of them, 
Don C. Hey Let's ſee thoſe cheſts. 


- Sang. Mafly plate! Quick; quick, the maſter 
e 


Yo | 
Spa. I'll fetch it. 
Sang. Do, but make haſte, Spade.” 


** [ will, my dear boy. - 
[ Exit Sanguino into the cloſet. 


My good —honeſt— Oh, you two thieves! (aſde.) 


Exit Spade. 

Don C. Yes, PII avail my ſelf of the power;my 
influence over our Banditti has put into my 
hands; this night fhall give me poſſeſſion of the 
caſtle ; I'll fee if terror can't reſtore that right of 
which injuſtice has deprived me—perform my 
promiſe to Alphonſo, quit my honeſt compani- 


ons- carry my ſpoil to Florence, and with my 


fond little Lorenza enjoy the delights of be and 


competence. 
Re- enter 
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Reer SANGUINO: e eee, 


Sang. A valuable booty, 1 dare ay, 5 : 
tain. ©. my | 


Don C. (Looking in.) Ay, 

form of the cheſts they do 2. 22.52 | 
= CE - 

F Sang. If we can but tonvey it off. 7 

Den S. Yes, but L inſiſt, e no more 
of the poniard. 

Sang. It's ſheath'd—Enong | Captain, 
if this little raſcal, Spado, ſhould turn — 
and diſcover us. 

Don S. (without) III be wth you preſently, 


Dame. 


. . '2 Way, to your lurking 


Sang. Ves, yes, thoſe pregnant cheſts muſt be 
delivered, 
[they bafiily retire into pannel, | 


Enter Dov SCIP10, | 


Don S. Now, Spado, I--hey, where i is my 5 
little dreamer ? but why is this door open; this 
cloſet contains many valuables— Why will they 
leaveit open ? Let's is Ps into the cloſet.) 


Euter Srabo (with 4 portmanteau. he 


Spa. (as entering.) I have no WP" way | 
ever J have ſtol'n Don Fernando's portman- 
teau as a peace offering for theſe two raſ- 
cals! (lays it en table.) Are you there! What 
a pity the coming of my fellow-rognes ! 
I ſhould have had the whole caſtle to 47 G 
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ſelf—Oh, what a charmin g ſeat of work for 
a man of my induſtry—(ſpeaking at cloſet door. 
You find the cheſts there=You may convey - 
them out at night, and as for cutting Don Sci- 
py 8 it at 1 leave to—— 


= 
: — 


Enter Don Screw, 


Don S. Cut my throat What are you , 5 
your dreams again? F: 

Spa. (aſide) Oh, zounds '—Yes Sir, as 1 Was | 
telling you. 

Don S. Of a little fellow you have the work 
dreams I ever heard. | 

Spa. Shocking Sir—then I 8 

Don §. Hold, hold, let me hear no more of 
your curſt dreams. x 


Spa. I've got off, thanks to his credulity. | 

bee. 

Don S. What portmanteau- s that? 

Spa. I'm on again ! (afide.) 

Don S. Fernando's I think. 

Spa. (efefing ſurpriſe) What, my maſter” 8— 
ſo it is. But 1 wonder who could have brought 
It here. — Ay, ay, my fellow ſervant Pedrillo is 
now too grand to mind his buſineſs; And my 
maſter I find, tho' he has taken the habit ſcorns 
the office of a ſervant—So I muſt ook after the 
things myſelf. 

Don S. Ay, ay, take care of them. 

Spa. Yes, Sir, I'll take care of them! | 
Don S. Ha, ha, ha}, what a ſtrange whim- 
ſical fellow this maſter of yours! with his plots 
and diſguiſes. —Think to impoſe upon me too.— 
But | think I'm far from a fool. 


Spa. | 
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; Spa. (looking archly at bim.) That's more than 
* 4 | 
Don S. So he pretends not to know you, tho? 
he has ſent you here as 2 ſpy to ſce what. 190 
can pick up 
Spa. Yes, Sir, I came here to bee what I can 
pick up. (takes, up the portmanteas.) 2 
Don $. What an honeſt ſervant! he has an eye 
to every —_—___ ©» | Exit Don Scipio. 
Spa. But re 1 turn honeſt, 0 muſt get 
{omewhat-to ** me ſo. | | 


l; 


A med. 


In the foreſt here hard by, 
A bold robber late was J, 
Sword and blunderbuſs in hand, 
When I bid a tray'ller ſtand: 
Zounds deliver up your caſh, 
| Or ſtrait P11 pop and flaſh, © - 
All he, 2 ſo green- o, 
8 amme, ſir, 
If you ſtir, 
Sluice your Veins, 
Blow your brains, 
Hey down. 
Ho down, 
Derry, derry down, 
All — the leaves ſo Ones 


- 


a * 


II 


Soon I'll qnit the roving trade, 
When a gentleman I'm made ; 
Then ſo ſpruce and debonnaire, 
Gad, T'll court a lady fair; 
How Pll prattle, tattle, chat, 
How PII kiſs her, and all that, 

All among t the leaves ſo green · o 
How d'ye do ? 
How are you ? 


o 
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1 
1 
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All amongſt the leaves [o green-0. 


Al among 
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MOR - 


But ere old, and grey my pate, 
Pl ſcrape up a ſnug eftate 3 | 
With my nimblenefs of thambs, 


I' ſoon butter all my:crumbs. - 


When I'm juſtice of the peace, 
Then Pl maſter many a + ag 
the leaves ſo green- o. 
1 profound, 5 " : "+ 7 
Bel y round, N I ; 


Sit at eaſe. 


SCENE II. 
* A Salton, 


Enter FERNANDO, ÞY 


Fer. A wild ſcheme of my father's to think of 


an alliance with this mad family ;—yes, Don 
Scipio's brain is certainly touch'd beyond cure, 
his daughter, my cara ſpoſa of Italy don't ſuit 
my idea of what a wife ſhould be—no, the love- 
ly novice, this poor relation of Dame Iſabel has 


caught my heart. I'm told to-morrow -ſhe's to 


be 
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be immur'd in a convent; what if I aſk Dame 
Iſabel, if—but ſhe, and indeed Don Scipio carry | 
themſelves very ſtrangely towards me—l1 can't 

imagine what's an of my raſcal Pedrillo. . 


Enter Peoxnlo, in an elegant morning gown, cap k 
TIS. 200 OT". & 4 


Ped. Stege the reſpect I meet with in-chis fa- 
mily. I hope we don't take horſe after my maſ. 
ter's wedding; I ſhou'd like to marry here my- 
ſel— before I unrobe I'll attack one of the maids! 
Faith a very modifh dreſs to go courting in— 
hide my livery and I am quite gallant. - © 

Fer. Oh, here's a gentleman I haven't ſeen yet. 

Ped, Tol de rol 

Fer. Pray, Sir, may I—Pedrillo! ( furpriſed) 
where have you—hey ! what, ha, ha, ha! what' 5 
the matter with you 

Ped. Matter Why Sir, I don't know how 
it was, but ſome how or other laſt night, I hap- 
pen d to fit down to a ſupper of only twelve co- 
vers, crack'd two bottles of choice wine, flept in 
an embroider'd bed, where I ſunk in down, and 
lay *till this morning like a diamond in cotton. 
—So, indeed, Sir, I don't know what's the mat=- 
ter with me. 

Fer, I can't imagine how, or what it all 
means. 

Ped. Why, Sir, Don Scipio, being a bie 
man of diſcernment, perceives my worth, and 
values it. 

Fer. Then Sir, if you are a 3 of ſuch 
prodigious merit, be fo obliging, with ſubmiſſion 
to your cap and gowh, to—pull off my boots. 
( Pedrillo flops) ' 
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leave behind the miſtreſs of my foul. —Suppoſe 1 


Euter Vaseb zn. 


75 Sie, the Iten wait breakfaſt . you 
* Pedrillo, who riſes haſtily.) | 
Ter. My reſpects, I attend em. | 
Laſ. You! I mean his honour here. 
Peda. Oh, you mean my honour here. | 
- Fer, Well, but perhaps my good friend, 1 
may chuſe a diſh of chocolate as well as his der | 
nour here. 
Vaſ. Chocolate, ha, ha, ha! (with. a | freer) 
_ Ped. Chocolate, ha, ha, ha! 
Ter. Pl teach you" to laugh, Sirrah/! 7 Hailer 
Pe drill 
Pad. Teach me to laugh ! you may be 2 good 
maſter, but you've a very bad mene for 
chocolate and the ladies. 
Exeunt Pedrillo denen. 
Fer. Don Scipio ſhall render me an account 
fn this treatment, bear his contempt, and be- 
come 1 butt for the jeſts of his inſolent ſer- 
vants! As I don't like his daughter, I have now 
a fair excuſe, and indeed a juſt cauſe to break 
my contract, and quit his caſtle; but then, I 


make her a tender of my heart but that might 
offend, as ſhe muſt know my hand is engaged to 
another. — When I look'd, ſhe turn'd her lovely 


eyes werted doom d to a nunnery * 


AIR. Fernando. 


My fair one like the bluſhing roſe, 

Can ſweets to every ſenſe diſcloſe : 

'Fhoſe ſweets Fd gather, but her ſcorn 

Then wounds me like the ſharpeſt thorn. 1 
1 
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With vghs each grace and chatm I ſee 
'Thus doom'd to wither oh the tree, 


Till age ſhall chide che thonghtleſs maid, 
When all thoſe blooming beauties fade. 


Hey, who comes here ? oh the ſmart little "HAY bg 
brette who ſeems ſo much attach'd to the beauti- | 


ful novice—No banks to ſpeak with her | 
| Enter Caran. e 

So my pretty primroſe! . 5 

Cat. How do] you de, W * fani> 


liar) I don't know your name. 


Ter. Not know my name You waa know 


who I am tho', and my buſineſs here, child ? 

Cat. Lord, man, what ſignifies. your going 
about to ſift me when the whole family knows 
you're Don Fernando's footman. | 


Far. Am I faith f Kia, ha he Il humor this © 


—(afide) Well, then, my dear, you know that 1 
am only Don Fernando's footman ?; 

Cat. Yes, yes, we know that, notwithſtanding 

our fine clothes. - 

Fer. But where's my maſter? 

Cat. Don Fernando | he's parading the gallery 
yonder in his ſham livery and morning-gown. 

Fer. Oh, this accounts for twelve covers at 
ſupper, and the embroider'd bed; but who could 
have ſet ſuch a jeſt a going? Pll carry it on tho” 
— (aſide) So then after all I am known here? 

Cat. Fo and if all the impoſtors in the caſtle 
were as well known, we ſhou'd have no wedding 
to-morrow night. 

Hr. Something elſe will out I'll ſeem to be 
in the ſecret, and perhaps may come at it— 
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4s THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA/ 
Caſide) Ay, ay, that piece of deceit is much 


worſe than ours. 

Cat. That ! what then you VINE: that this Ita. 
lian lady is not Don Scipio's daughter, u 
Dame Iſabel's, and her true name Lorenza? 

Fer. Here's a diſcovery * (de) Oh yes, 1 
know that. 

Cat. You do! Perhaps you know too, that 
the young lady you ſaw me ſpeak with juſt ow” 
is the real Donna Vittoria? 

Fer. Is it poſſible! Here's à piece of willewoyt - 
(ade) Chirming ! let me Kiſs you, my dear 
girl. (kiſſes her) © | 

Cat. Lord, he's a delightful man cafide) + 
Ter. My little angel, a thouſand thanks for this 
precious diſcov 

Cat, Diſcovery wen if you did not know 
it before, hang your affurance, I fay—but 1 
muſt about my buſineſs, can't play the lady as 
you play'd the gentleman, I've ſomething elſe 
to do; ſo I deſire you won t keep _ me a. 
all day. 


/ 
1 


AIR. amn, | 


3 ba a lover of my own, 
So kind and true is he; 

As true, I love but him alone, 
And he loves none but me. 


I boaſt not of his velyet down, 
On cheeks of roſy hue, 

His ſpicy breath, his ringlets brown; 3 
I prize the heart that's true. 


80 to all elſe I muſt ſay nay; 
They only fret and teaze: 

Dear youth, 'tis you alone that may 
Come court me when you pleaſe. 


I play 
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pt 1 rn d loye a r 44 | 

4,8 coy and ſhy ; N 1 
Twas only, 'ere my heart I'd fix, nen | 

| FRAY t his/Jove eee . be e 
$0 to all eſe he. "Ty" * 5 155 = 71 lan, | 


Fer. Why w what a, ilain is this 12 0 Sb io! | 
* to ſcorn. to think of the . 
vices I render d him laſt night in the foreſt, a 
falſe friend to my father, an nnnatural parent to 
bis xcoable ere Here A Fn comes. 
N 1 e | 


Rat” Bo n 8 


Vic. Ves Catalina muſt be miſtaken, it is im- 
poſſible he can be the ſervant, no, no; that dig- 
nity of deportment and native elegance of man- 
ner can never be aſſum'd, yonder he walks, and 
my fluttering heart tells me, this is really the 
amiable Fernando, that I muſt reſign to Dame 
Iſabel's daughter. — 7 | 


Fer. Stay, lovely Victoria! 
Vic. Did you call me, Sir! Heav'ns what have 


I faid ! (confuſed) I mean, Senor, wou'd you wiſh 
to ſpeak with Donna Victoria? Ill inform ber, 
Sir. (going) | 

Fer. Oh, I cou'd ſpeak to. her for ever, for 
ever r upon her charms, thus transfix'd with 
wonder and delight. 

Vic. Pray, Senor, ſuffer me to withdraw. 
Fer. For worlds I wou'd not offend; but 
think not lady, tis the knowledge of your que” 
lity that attracts my admiration, 

Vic. Nay, Senor 


1415 
Fer: 


=_ 
. v — | 
. 
* 
_ = 
. 
F . 
— 
e . 
i _ 
gd * if i A =_ : 
- 
-. 


* 


Fer. I know you to be Don Scipio's daugh. 
ter, the innocent victim of injuſtice and oppreſ- 
ion, therefore I acknowledge to you, and you 
alone, that whatever you may have heard to the 
contrary, I really am Fernando de Lelvjuns. 
Pic. Senor, how you became acquainteq with 
the ſetret of my birth I know not; but from an 
 &cquaintatice fo recent, your compliment I re- | 
Eteive as 4 mode of polite gallantry without 4 
urpoſe . ee 1 Aan SER} 
, Fer. What your modeſty regards as ebld come | 
pliments, are ſentiments, warm with the deareſt 
urpoſe ; I came hither to ratify a contract with 
Don Scipio's daughter! you are his daughter, 
the beautiful Victoria, deſtin'd for the happy 
Fernando. Concutrent to a parent's will, my 
hand is your's already. And thus on my knees 
let me make an humble tender uf my heart. 
Pic. Pray, riſe, Senor My father perhaps 
even to himſelf cannot juſtify his conduct to me; 
But to cenfure that, or to pervert his inten- 
tions, wou'd in me be a breach of filial duty. 


AIR. Victoria. 


By woes thus furrounded, how vain the gay ſmile. 
Of the little blind archer, thoſe woes to beguile! , 
Tho' ſkilful, he miſſes, his aim it is croſt, 1 . 
is quiver exhauſted, his arrows are loſt. 
.. Your love, tho? ſincere, on the object you loſe, | 
(Ale) How ſweet is the paſſion! Ah, muſt I refuſes 
If filial affection that paſſion ſhould ſway, | 
Then love's gentle dictates I cannot-obey. 


Pa 


Fer. And do you, can you wiſh me to eſpouſe 
Signora Lorenza, Iſabella's daughter Say you 
do not, do but ſatisfy me ſo far. * 

| | ic. 
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i clrkz or ANDALUSIA: n 
Vic. Senor, do not me if I own, ne 
before I ſaw in you the huſband of Don Scipio's 
daughter, L did not once . that I had. loſt 
_ that ible 
Fer, A thoufand thanks for this generous, this 
amiable condeſcenſion,-Oh, my Victoria l If 
fortune but ' favours © 1 you ſhall” yet 
triumph over the malice of your _ Sk 
es 


Vic. Yonder is Dame Iſabel, if the. 
ſpeaking to me, ſhell be early to fruſtrate 

ever you may purpoſe for- my peep. Toy 
nor farewell! dQ l 


Fer. >" ts, han love adieut | 
DUET.—Fitaria 4nd Hamada.” 


Idalian queen, to thee we pray, u. 
© 1 _— e 0 
As ni ves place to chear Nin 3 
Let 8 future bliſs allay, a : | 
The pangs v we 1 now. 
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Fer. This is a the whole- muy e ex- 
cept Victoria, are firmly poſſeſt with the idea 
that Jam but the ſervant.— Well, {ſince they will 
have me an impoſtor, they ſhall find me one; 
In heav'n's name, let them continue in their 
miſtake, and beſtow their mock Victoria upon 
my ſham Fernando. I ſhall have a pleaſant and 
Juſt revenge for their perfidy y and perhaps ob- = 
tain Don Scipio's real, lovely daughter, the um 
of my wiſhes, Here comes Don ned net Hh pn 11 
begin my 9 . 
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r * 5 4. 
2 Ay ae ben imp e ee hi. 0 
Fer. (as wiſbing Don Scipio to overhear him) Im 
quite weary of playing the ODOR 1 0. 6c to 
get into my livery again. 
Don S. Get into his livery! (ald) | 
Fer. [Theſe cloaths fall to my ſhare: does * 


my maſter will never wear em — „% 4 


Don S. His maſter l ay, ay l. (ade) | 
Fer. I wiſh he'd own himſelf, for I'm. certain 
Don Scipio ſuſpects who I am. | 
Don S. Suſpect! I know Who you are. th. 
vancing) So get into E livery NI as faſt as 
you can. Yo 
Fer. Ha, my dear friend, Don Scipio, 1 


RL — 4 


Don S. Friend | you impudent raſcal) II break 
your head if you make ſo free with me; None 


of your ſwaggering, Sirrah.— How the fellow 


acts, twasn't for nothing he was among the 
ſtrolling players, but harkee, my lad, be quiet, 
for you're blown here without the help of your 


trumpet. | 
Fer. Lord your honor, bow came 2 you to know p 


that Tam Pedrillo? 


Don S. Why I was told of it by MEA . 


| hold, I muſt not betray my little dreamer tho” 


(aſide) Nomatter who told me r here 


comes your maſter. _ 
Fer. Pedrillo! The fellow will ſpoil Wl; I wiſh 


I had given him his leſſon before I began with 


Don Scipio. (de) 
Don S. I hope he'll now ha” done with his 


Fer, 


* 


TAE CASTLE UF ANDALUSIA: | 4 
Per. Sir, my maſter-is ſuch an obflinate gen- a 
kleman, as ſure as you ſtand here, be I still _ 
himſelf to be Don Ferhands. 


Don F. Will he? then II write kis Father an 6 
amm „ 


* 


Enter biotntr0. | 


Ped. Matter ſhall 1 have! you this wdrning r 
Don S. Shave! Oh, my cond Sir, aue to give 
over your tricks and fancies, 

Ped. (furpriſed) My tricks and ances! . 

. Yes Sir, you are found out. 

Ped. 1 am found out ! By 
Don F. So you may as well confeſs. 

Ped. What the devil ſhall I confeſs. _ 

Don S. He ſtill perliſts! Harkee, young gen- 
tleman, I'Il ſend your ar father an account of your 
pranks, and he'll trim your 3 jacket for you. 

Ped. Nay, Sir, for the matter o' that, my fa- 
ther could trim your jacket for you. 

Don $. Trim my jacket, young gentleman ! * 

Ped. Why, he's the belt taylbr in Cordova! 

Don 8. His father a taylor in Cordova! 

Fer. Ay, he'll ruin all—(afide) Let me ſpeak. 
to him. Tell Don Scipio you are the maker. | 
(apart ro Pedrills) 

Ped. I will, Sir. Don Scipio ad are the 
maſter, _ 

Don S. What! 

Fer. Stupid dog . to eu . 
are Fernando, and I am Pedrillo. 

Ped. I will Sir, you are F ernando, * I am 
Pedrillo. 

Fer. Dull rogue! (afide) I told you, Sir, bed 
perſiſt in it! (apart to Don Scipio | 
| YOL, 1. 2 Dog N 


Don. 8. Tes, lh: but I tell you what Don 
Fernando PAYS 2 


Lozznza fngs withous, .. 


My daughter! don't let your miſtreſs ſee you 
any more in this curſed. liyery.—— Look the 
gentleman, hold up yourhead—egad, Pedrillo's 


fi 


| f 


acting was better than your natural manner. . | 


Fer. Ah, Sir, if you were to ſee my maſter 
drefs'd—the livery makes ſuch an alteration 

Don S. True! curſe the livery. . 

Ped. It's bad enough; but my maſtet e 
new liveries on his marriage. 


Fer, An inſenſible ſcoundrel! tau) 3 
. "PURSER 0s nl 


Tor. Oh, Caro Signor, every body fays that 
you are (to Fernando) not Don Fernando. 

Don S. Every body's right, for here he ſtands 
like a young taylor o RIS (te Pedrillo) 
Lor, Oh, WAR then this is Pedrillo ? 

. Fernando 55 
Fer. At your ſervice, Ma'm. ( bowing) 
Ped. That Pedrillo! then, who am 1? 


Fer. Here rogue, this purſe is yours —ſay you 284 


are Don Fernando. (apart to Pedrille) 

Ped. Oh, Sir now I underſtand you. True, 
Don Scipio, I am—all that he ſays. 

Don S. Hey! Now. that's: right and ſenſible, 
and like — but III go buſtle about our 
buſineſs— for, we'll have all our love affairs 


| ag this evenin 

Exeunt Don Scipio and F. ad 
Ur. So, then, you're to. be my huſband, » 
Ma, 


ha, ha! Well, who is to have me, or who am 1 
to have at laſt ? This? (looking at Pedrillo) ha, 
ha, ha! Why this is ſtill worſe and worſe—every 
degree of lover farther” remov'd from the 17 


fections of my Ramirez. _ 
Ped. Ma'm—wou'd you be ſo ob 


ligidg as—to | 
be ſo kind as—to tell a body what you intend to 
get talking about now in this here, cafe ? - 

Lor. Ah, Lord Ha, ha, ha! Why, Signor, 
I was refleting what a lacky thing it ; for forme 
people that they are born to 4 great fortune. 
(/neeringly) 

Ped. Eh ? (looks grave) Ha, ha, ha! Ma'am, 
I'm ſo puzald Lads inſt ay brain turus about 
like a te-to-tum, and 1 don't know which is 
coming up, A for all or P. for put down. 

Tor. Ha, ha, ha! Will you love me, pray? 

Ped. Eh! 

Lor. Well, if nat I can he as cold as you are 
indifferent, | 


And ſweet connubial joys ſhall crown, | 
aach ſoſt roſy 1 
In pore delight each heart hall awh; | 
Love'ꝰs triu mphant pow” r. | 
See brilliant — admiring, 
See ſ beaux 
All for a ſmile expieing, 
Wheree'r Lorenza moves, 
To balls and routs reſorting . 
Oh blifs ſupreme, 2 Per 
Yet ogling, fling, 4 pi 


is you alone that _ 


' 


Lr 


* res cars c. 


"SCENE . A 
3 A Vinturd and cute, e no e 


Enter ALpnon 50, (with a letter.) Ja 0 


4b. How cruel. is is my ſituation! Though 
Captain Ramirez has ſet me at liberty, to hat 
urpoſe, while my heart is Victoria's priſoner | 
his generous Ramirez, 2 well, I believe z 
but to enter into any e with a man of his 
deſcription—Can ſhe tee this Fernando? With 
all my ardour of paſſion, to me ſhe was cold 
d igſenfible : Her marriage with Fernando 
is determined on; but, if poffi ble, IU prevent 
it— Les, Philippo, the youth h of the cottage here | 
ſhall bear him this challenge, 8 


Enter Purlirro from the Cottage, (with” a Fruit ts N 
ba Net.) 


Phil. Are you here, Sir! Lord, Senor, v 
would not you eat ſome dinner with us? 

Alph. Ah, Philippo! were you in love, you d 
have little appetite. 
Pbil. Why, I like a pretty little girl—ha, ha, 
ha !—Catalina above at the caſtle, and next 
Martlemas I intend to fall in love with her, for 
then we ſhall certainly be married - may be- Do 
ſep in, wir, and eaf a bit, 

Alph. No, no. 

Phil. As nice an Ollo Podridz— 

Alph. But where now, Philippo ? Golng to 
ſell your grapes? | 


Phil. Sell! Ob, no, Sir; 1 am going to _ 
a preſent 


THE CASTLE ar ANDALUSIA- * 
z preſent of the earlieſt and fineſt cluſters . 
Scipio up at the caſtle. Kn 

Apb. Why, you're vaſtly generous... 

Phil. Oh, yes, Sir; I like ta make a preſent to | 
gentlefolks,becauſe they always give me twice the 
value of em; and then my Catalina gives me a 
kiſs—her lips, yet, Lal ang pontng: As. L008 Tas 
pluwp n | gh 


AR. uhr. rn bg 

T% at KOI ke: 1 
In ocunct wie Bel hos n The: 
Brings Catilina ro amy; mind x. | 4+ 


Texrrs or pane ah euey. frog e 4 pa} 1 
. Andfing love-ſonnets in the nd. endl e 


Her forehead as the neftrine ſleek, 
And brotyn as hazle-nut her hair is; 
The downy peach, her blyſhing cheek, 


Her pouting lips---two May-Duke cherdlens + 


The birds by faireft fruits allur d, 
200 by 7 Catilina's pare "a8 
peck, hop, flutter, on y ſpray, . 5x5, 
a And chirp and carrol all the day, «$6.07 lt 


Alb. Well Philippo, ' you'll find one Doi 
Fernando at the caſtle and— 

2 Oh, ay, the great e that s to 

Donna Victoria. 

by” Diflraction ! (de) Give bi this let= 
ter from me. | 

Phil. Yes, Sir, what is't about? Fr 

Alph. Ah —its only—an—invitation to Don 
Fernando and his intended bride to an entertain, 
ment I deſign to give to à few ſelect friends at 
my villa. 

Phil, To afcaſt, ba, ha! 


Apb, 
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- Alob. But ſtop! Pray, Philippo, do you know \ 


| who this Captain Ramirez is? 


Phil. Don't even know where be We- 
times he rides, ſometimes he walks, ſometimes 
he runs here travels about —Mayhap a hunting 
in the foreſt often takes a bed at our cottage, 
and he pays ſo handſome that he's "aways wel- 
come. y 

Alph.” Ha, ha, ha Philippo, you re the moſt 
generous—diſintereſted-lad | (gives money) 

Phil, So I am, Sir, (/ooking at it) Good brei 

Alph. You'll deliver my letter. 

Phil. Ha, ha, ha F yes, Sir=-( looking at the n- 
ney) Ha, ha, ha! to think, 1 what a pair 
of We you and I be! 


1 
= 


AIR DUET. —Atpyonso and Px ura. | 


. 


Alph. So faithful to o my fir rl prove, * 
Phil. So kind and conftant to my love, „ 
Abb. Pd never range, © 8 
Phil. [ d never change, 


Both, Nor time, nor chance, my faith ſhould moves 


Phil. No ruby clufters near the vine, 


At. Pe ſparkling ſtary forget to ſhine, -- . ? 
Phil. Sweet flowers to ſpring. | . 
Alph. Gay birds to fing, 


Both, Thoſe hearts then part that loye ſhall join, 
1 | " {LExeunt nen 
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Eyp os Act II. 


THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. - 15S 


S 


* F ; 


The Salben. 
Enter Don Scirio and VasQuez. $54 
Don Scipio. . 


Dr hear, Vaſquez, run to Father Benedict, 
tell him to wipe his chin, go up to the chapel, 
put on his ſpectacles, open his Breviary, find 
out matrimony, and wait till we come to him 

| [Exit Vaſquez. 
Then hey for a brace of weddings. I wonder 
is Don Fernando dret—Oh, here comes the 
ſervant in his proper habiliments. N 


Enter FrRXAuDO in a livery. 


Ay, now, my lad, you look ſomething like. | 
Fer. Yes, your honour, I was quite tired of 
my grandeur—My paſſing ſo well in this diſguiſe 
gives mea very humble opinion of myſelf. (ad-) 
Don $. But, Pedrillo, is your maſter equipp'd! 
faith, I long to ſee him in his proper garb. | 
Fer. Why, no, Sir, we're a little behind m_ 


1 um CASTLB or ANDALUSIA. 1 


og 


vith our r finery on account of a portmaniteau of 
_ clothes that's miſlaid ſomewhere or other. 
Den S. Portmanteau! Oh, it's ſafe cxicugh—y+ 
Your fellow ſervant has it. o 
Fer. Fellow ſervant ! | | 
Don S. Ay! the lit tle ſpy has then it in charg 
| Oh, here comes the very dragle- 


k y 
17 


— 


8 | n Fur, Srapo. 5 | 17 5 


Don $. Well, . little Sener, look; be- | 
drillo has got into his own cloaths again. 
Spa. ( ſurpriſed and afide.) Don Fernando in 2 
livery ! or is this really the ſervant ! ſure I han't 
been telling truth all this while] we muſt face it 
tho'—Ah, my dear old friend !-—-Glad to ſes | 


you yourſelf again, 
[ Hates bonds, | 
Fer. My dear boy, I thank you. (aſde.) . 


here's an vid friend I never ſaw before. 

Don S. Tell Pedrillo where you have left your 
maſter's portmanteau - While I 8⁰ lead him in 
triumph to his bride. \  [ Exits 
Fer. Pray, my good, new, old friend, where 
has your care depoſited this portmanteau EN 

Spa. Gone! (looking after Don Scipio.) 

Fer. The portmanteau gone! 0 2 

Spa. Ay, his ſenſes quite 

Fer. Where's the portmanteau that Don Scipio 
Hays you took charge of? | 

. Portmanteau ! Ah, the dear gentleman l 
Portmanteau did he ſay ? yes, yes, all's over 
with his poor brain; yeſterday his head ran upon 

purſes and trumpeters and the lord knows what, 
and to-day he talks of nothing but dreamers, 
ſpies, and portmanteaus.— Les, yes, his wits are 


going. Veri 
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Fr. It muſt be ſo, Be talk'd to th 1 
td woe e 1 Tb alt bat in nes. 
herent ſtile. e ee oo ud 
Spa. Grief—all grief. Wee e e 
Fer, If fo, this whim of my belag & Pedritls, 
is perhaps the creation of his own bat 
then, how cou'd it have run thro ro whole fa- 
mily.— This is the firſt time I ever heard: Me. 
Scipio was diſorder'd in his mind. f 
Spa. Ay, we'd all wiſh to conceal it vom” 
your maſter, leaſt it might it e him to break 
off the match, for I don't ſuppgſe he'd be „ 
ready to marry into à mad famil a „ 
ay And pray what ate you, in this mad 
5 5 Don Scipio's own ati, theſe 2 
years Let, you heard him juſt now call me your | 
fellow ſervant —How you did ſtare when I ac- 
coſted you as an old acquaintance !——=But we 
always humour him, I ſhon'd not have contra- 
dicted him if he ſaid I was the pope's nuncio. 
Fer. (afide) Oh, then I don't wonder at 
Dame Tfabet taking advanta of his weakneſs. 
* Another new whim o by ee I 
a fancy that ev body has got a ring from him, 
wbich he — belong'd go his deeded lady: 
Fer. True, he aſked me ſomething about a 
ring. 
Don F. (without) 1 n wait on 2 'preſently. 


| Enter Don Sctrrd. " pal pi 24 

Don &. Ha, Pedrillo, now your diſguiſes — 

over return me the ring. (to Fernando) 1 

Spa. (apart ro Fernando): You ſee he's at the 
ring again, 

. * Don. 85) 


" 7 
' %* 1 
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Don S. Come let me have it, lad, Pll give 700 

8 better, but that ring u to my 

deceas'd lady. 

„Spa. (70 Fernando) His . deceas'd lndy—ay 

there's the touch. rief, for her death. NIL 
Fer. Poor gentleman ! (aſde.) 
Dan §. Do, let me have it,-—Here' s ve 4 

toles, and the FEE: of the;; ring is not a 

dollar. * 1 hi ki 55 

Spa. We ways umour im, ve m t 4 

ring a and take the money 8" ai 

apart. gives Fernando a 
Fur. ( 8 it ro Don Scipio.) There, .. | 
Don 8. (gives money.) And there, Sir,—Oh. 

you mercenary raſcal. (ade) I knew it. was on 

the purſe I gave you laſt night in the foreſt. 
Spa. Give me the caſh, I mult account for his 
pocket money. 

- | {apart io and taking the money from . 
Ped, (without) Pedrillo |  Pedrillo | Sirrah ! 
Don S. Run, don't you hear your maſter, you 

brace of raſcals Fly [Exit Spade. 
"9p S. (looking out), What an alteration ! 1 6 


Ener Pedrill 77 dre ofs . - 


| Ped. (to 3 How now, Sirrah ? loiter- 
ing bere, and leave me to dreſs wylelf, hey! 
(with great authority.) | 
Fer. Sir,'I was—(with humility) 
| Ped. Was - and are—and will be,'a lounging 
raſcal, but you fancy you are full i in your finery, 
you idle vagabond !-. r 
Don S. Bleſs me, Don Panade is very oſs 
onate juſt like his fatger. * 
7. 


— 


Ain erte 6r ADA f 


| Fer, The fellow, I ſee; will play his part to 
the top. (ade) iE A D 4910 22,3 en. 
Ped. Well, Don Scipio, A hey! an't 1 the 
man for the ladies ? 1 for 1 Lade ſtudied 
Ovid's art of Love. ente 0s 
Don . Ane Ovid's Metumorphoſes — | 
_— ha! K u + Hi 8 AE g 
ed. (aſide) He, he, he! what a ſnea 
my _ * cuts. —Egad, Fl pay him back 
all his domineering' over me. Cr), Fedrilo? 
Fer. Törn. waht UPI 
Ped. Fill this box with Naquatoch. [Giver br 


Fer. Yes, Sir. 0 oing) e 55 
Ped. Pedritlo! nich 20 rights) wy 
Fr n io) „ b. b ag ot 
Ped. Perfume my handkercich, gan 201 
Fer. Yes, Sir. porng) I egy ASN An! 
Ped. Pedrillo. 1 e ndr 12 39: 1 
Fer. Sir? * 2151 3 rv 3 


29 Gesees > ab (1294 

Fer. Yes Sir, (going) © he 1 1 N „ 

Pad. NU r 35342 {50 644.5 4. 

Fer. (afide.) What an impudent dog E! 

Ped. Nothing - Abſcond. | 

Fer, (afide) It this de my Raue ty bluſh for oF 
the original. | 
Ped. Master t0 be like you,” alt me give 
you one kick. (00 to TEEN” 
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3 
Fer. What! & bee 3 
Ped. Why, I won t hurt you ! 5. % 1 
Fer. I'll break your bones, you 9 ff 'Y 
Ped. Ahem, tol de rol. (THEN 3 
Don $. Pedrillo! © '\ | e eee * 
Ped. Sir? ( forgetting himſelf * 4 1 


Fer. (apart) What are you at you raſeal?!. 
Ped. Ay, what are you at you raſcal ? avoid 1 
0 Fernando) | 
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Nr. 1 m „Sir. e * [| Exit, 

Ped. Cu ill. natur- d of bim, — 1h to le ny 
= him ane kick. (gfde)” 1 
Dan B. Don Fernando, I Hke 1 gle 
Ped. So you ought. —Tol dexok— Who coy'd 
no ſuſpect me to be the ſon of a taylor, and 
that four hours ago, I was A footmay. (4 ae) 
Tol de rol. i ade 

- Don F. Son- in-law, you're a Haming beau! — 
Egad yon have a princely perſon. lick Ke 

Ped. All the young girls—wheneyer 7 got be- 
hind-inſide of the coach —all the ladies * diſ- 
tinction, whether they were making their beds, 
or dreſſing the dreſſing themſelves at the toi- 
lette, wou'd run to the windows, pep thro? 
their fingers, their fans, I mean, ſimper behind 
their handkerchiefs, and liſp out in the ſofteſt, 
ſweeteſt tones, Oh, dear me, upon my honour 
and reputation, there is not ſuch: a, beautiful 
_ gentleman in the world, as: this ſame Don Pe- 

drill Fernando. 

Don F. Ha, ha, ha! 1 forget Pedrillo.— 
But come, hia':dobe with your Pedrillo's now 
Be yourſe elf, ſon-in-law. -_ | 

Fed. Ves, I will be yourſelf 3 3 you 
are ſure of that honor, Don Scipio, but pray 
_ what fortune am I to have with your daughter? 

You are a grey- headed old fellow Don Scipio, 
and by the courſe of nature, you know you can- 
not live long. 

Don F. Pardon me, Sir, I don't know any 
ſuch thing. 

Ped. So when we put a ſtone upon your 
head 


Don S. Put a done upon my head! 


Ped, 


* 


AU 6g 


— : — 
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Ped, Yes, when you are ſettled—ſcrewed 5 


down, I tha 

you know. 5 
Don &. (aſide) A narrow-minded ſpark !.. - 
Ped. Not that I wou'd think much of chat, 

] am'fo generous; „„ r 4. 
Don S. Tes, generous as a Dutch uſurer. 


11. have your daughter to maintain, 


o 


\ * 


Leide, 


Ped. The truth is, Don Scipio —1 was always 
a ſmart young gentlemamnmn. 
8 Dances end ſings. 


Don $. Since Don Fernando turns out ta, be 
ſuch a coxcomb, faith I'm not ſorry that my old 
child has eſcap'd him: A convent itſelf is het - 
ter than a marriage with a monkey.—The ; poor 
thing's fortune tho'! And then my. ſon I be- 
gin now to think I was too hard upon Cæſar 
to compare bim with this puppy, but I muſt 


forget my Children, Dame Label will have, mo 


upon no other terms. (ade. 
Ped. D'ye hear, Don Scipio, let us have a 
plentiful feaſt. a r 
Den S. Was ever ſuch a conceited, empty, im- 
pudent—, -- e 
Ped. Yes, I'm a capital fellaw, ha, ha 80 


6 
— — - 


my fool of a maſter ſets his wits to work after a 
poor girl that 1 am told they are packing into 2 
convent, and he dreſſes me up as himſelf to car- 
ry the rich heireſs. Donna Victoria! Well Lm 
not a capital fellow ! but I was made for a gen- 
tleman—gentleman! Fm the neat pattern for a 
Lord—l have a little honour about me, a bit of 
love too; ay, and a ſcrap of courage, perhaps 
hem! I with I'd a rival to try it tho'%—od, I 
think I could fight at any weapon from a needle 
to a hatchet, | 


Enter 
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"Enter PutrLiveo with a lente a Bafa. th g 


Phil. Senor, are vou Don Fernando de 


Ped. Yes, TER W * e 
.Phil. Here's a letter for you, Sir, row Don 
Alphonſo. | 
Ped. Tdon't know any Don Alphonſo, boy. 
What! s the letter about: 75 7 


Phil. 1 think, Str, tis to invite you to a 


feaſt. 
Pod. A feaſt ob. 1 recollect now, Don 


Alphonſo, what? my old acquaintance ! ! give 1. 
me, boy. L 4h 
- Phil. But, are you ſure, Sir, vor Don | 


Fernando ? 
Ped. Sure, you dog don't you think 1 


know myſelf—let's ſee, let's ſee—(Opens the letter 


| hadn't met my ſw 


and reads.) Senor, tho' you ſeem ready to fall 


« to on a love-feaſt, I hope a ſmall repaſt in the 
« field won't ſpoil your. ſtomach Oh, this is 
only a ſnack before ſupper. —& ] ſhall be at fix 
0 clock this evening” Vou dog it's paſt ſix now | 
—< in the meadow near the Cottage of the 
Vines, where I expect you'll meet me.” 
dear, I ſhall be too late As you aſpire to 
« Donna Victoria, your ſword moſt be long 
enough to reach my heart, Alphonſo.” My 
ſword long enough ! {frightened)) Fealt ! this i is 
a downright challenge. 
Phil. 1 beg —. pardon, Senor, but if I 
51 eetheart. Catalina, you would 
have had that letter two hours ago. 
Ped. Oh, you have given it time enough my 
brave boy. 
Phil; 
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Phil. Well, Sir, you'll come? 


Ped. Eh! Yes, I dare ſay bell come. 


II dene 
Ped. Yes, I'll give it him, my brave boy. 
Phil. Him! Sir, didn't you ſay you were 


Ped, Never fear, child, Don Fernando, ſhall 


have it. * 
Phil. Why, Sir, an't you Don Fernando? 
Ped. Me, not I, child, no, no. I'm not Fer- 
nando, but, my boy, I would go to the feaſt, 
but you have delay'd the letter ſo long, that I 
have quite loſt my appetite—Go, my fine boy. 
Pt. Go eng child; gel (it Philpje 
Ped. Go along, child, (puts Philippo off 
however Don Fernando. thall * 2 
here comes my ſpoſa ?:: 


Enter LORENZA, reading a letter. 


« Deareſt Lorenza !—By accident I heard of 


tc your being in the caſtle—if you don't wiſh to 
ebe the inſtrument of your mother's impoſi- 
te tion, an impending blow, (which means you 
% no harm) * this night ſhall diſcover an impor- 
tant ſecret: relative to him who defires to re- 
te ſign ev'n life itſelf, if not your RAMIREZ.” 
(Kae. the letter) I with to be nothing, if not 
your Lorenza; this fooliſh Fernando! (lootin 
et Pedrillo) but, ha, ha, ha! I'll amuſe myſelf 
with him—looks tolerably now he's dreſs'd, not 
ſo agreeable as my diſcarded lover Alphonſo tho”. 
G en 
Ped. Nl accoft her with elegance How dg 
you do, Senora. 


Lor. Ve well, Signor, at your ſervice.— | 
Ped. 


Dreſſes exactly like Prince Radifocani ! 
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Ped. Now I pay her a fine com pliment—Se? 
nora, you're a clever little opt, you ſit 
down, Senora ? (hands a charr) | | 

Lor. So polite toof © 4 

Ped. Oh I admire politeneſs. ( Why 

Tor. This would not be ue manners in Flo- 
rence tho” Signor. 

Ped. Oh! (riſes) I beg bien Wen, ſit in 
that chair; I'M affure you, Donna Victoria, I 
don't grudge a little 1 — for the ſake of good 
mzuners. (places another chair) 

Zor. Voi cette molto gentile. (curtſes) 

Ped. Yes, I fit on my ſeat genteelly—I find I 
underftand a good deal of Italian. Now to 
court her, hem! hem! what ſball I ay? Hang 
it, I wiſh my maſter had gone through the whole 
buſineſs to the very drawing of the curtains.— 

1 believe J ought-to kneel tho*.—(afide) (Kneels) 

Oh, you molt beautiful Goddeſs, you angelic 

an gel l (repeats. Fo 


For you, my fair, I'd be a roſe 

To bloom beneath that comely noſe ; - 

Or, you the flower and I the bee, 66 

My ſweets I'd ſip from none but thee, * 

Was Ja pen, you paper white, ; 
Fe gods, what billet doux Pd write! | 

My lips the'ſeal, what am'rous ſmacks 

Pd print on yours, if ſealing-wax. | 

No more I' ſay, you ſtop my breath, | * 2 

My only life, you'll be my death. | [rife 


— Well ſaid, little Pedrillo! (wipes bis knees) 
Ler. There is ſomething in Don Fernando's 
paſſion extremely tender; thou gh romantic and 
ExtraVAaganza, 
- Ped. Oh, for ſome feet founds, Senora, i 
you 


0 — 
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— ſing me 2 a. I ſtay and hear it, 1 I'm 


ſo civil, 
Lor. With pleaſure, Signor. 


1 4 


AIR.—Lorenza. 


Heart beating, 
Repeating, 
Vows in palpitation, 
Sweetly anſwers each fond hope; deft 
Prithee leave me, (1 
You'll deceive me 
After other beauties running; 
Smiles ſo roguiſh, eyes ſo cunnin 
| Shew where points the inclination, © [xs 


SCENE II. 
A Gallery in the Caſtle, 


Enter FERNANDO, ALPHONSO and VictorIA. 


Fer. Give me joy, Alphonſo, father Benedict 
in this dear and wiſh'd for union has this mo- 
ment made me the happieſt of mankind. 

Alph. Then it is certain all you have told me 
of my Victoria ? 


Vic. True indeed, Alphonſo, that name really 
belongs to me. 

Alph. No matter, as neither lineage, name or 
fortune caught my heart, let her forfcit all, the 
is ſtill dear to her Alphonſo. 

Fer. Courage, I'll anſwer you ſhall be no ex- 
ception to the general joy of this happy night. 

VOL, I. 2 Alph. 
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; Apb. Hippy, indeed, if bleſt with my Lo- 


AIR.—Alpborſo. 


Come ye hours, with bliſs replete, 
Bear me to my charmer's feet ! 
Cheerleſs winter-muſt I prove, 
Abſent from the maid I love; 

But the joys our meetings bring 


Shew:the glad return of ſpring- [Excunt, 

EL. ©: 8 
A view of the outfide of the Caſtle, with Moat and 
Drawbriage. | 


Enter Don CxsAk, and Spapo. 


Don C. You gave my letter to the lady? 

Spa. Yes, I did, Captain Ramirez. 

Don C. Lucky ſhe knows me only by that 
name. (afide) | 


— | AIR. Don Czar. 


The Billet Doux, ah, didſt thou bear, 
To my Lorenza charming fair? 
I fee how look'd the modeſt maid, 

I hear the gentle things ſhe ſaid. 
The mantling blood her cheek forſakes, 
But quick returns the roſy hue ; 
With trembling haſte the ſeal ſhe breaks, 
And reads my tender Billet Doux. 


'The Billet Doux when I receive, 
I preſs it to my throbbing heart; 
Sweet words I cry, ſuch joys you give, 
Oh, neyer never thenge depart, 


little wicket in the eaſt rampart. 


like a cat, where the head can get in the body 
will follow. | 


out) Yonder I can croſs the moat. 


the water, you may take cold. I wiſh you were 
at the bottom with a ſtone about your neck. 


AIR.—Don Cæſar. 


At the peaceful midnight hour, 

Ev'ry ſenſe; and ev'ry pow'r, | : 
p Fetter'd lies in downy ſleep; 

Then our careful watch we keep 3 

While the wolf in nightly prowl, 

Bays the moon with hideous howl, 

Gates are barr'd, a vain reſiſtance ! 

Females ſhriek ; but no aſſiſtance, 

Silence, or you meet your fate; 
Your keys, your 1 caſh and plate; 
Locks, bolts, bars, ſoon fly aſunder, 
Then to rifle, rob and plunder. 


Spa. I ſee how this is—our Captain's to c 
off the lady and my brethren all the booty, 
what's left for me then? No, devil a bit they'll 


2 2 teau, 


/ 


/ 
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And now it to my lips is preſt, 4 
But when the magic name I view, 9 
Again I claſp it to my breaſt, Aon 
My fond, my tender Billet Doux! „ in 
Spa. A love- affair, hey, — Oh, fly ! RD 


— — 


Don C. Huſh ! Mind you let us all in by e | 


2 —_— - 


Spa. I'll let you in, Captain, and à banditti is 
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Don C. Soft! Letting down the drawbridge 
for me now, may attract obſervation. (looking 


Spa. But my dear Captain ! If you fall into 


[ Exit Don Czſar. 


ive me—Oh, I muſt take care to help myſelf 
a time—Got nothing yet bt that portmany 


— EE — — 
— 


= — r _—— —— 
= EY 142 
_— 
= 


— — 


z 
: 
2M 
£ 
4 
—- 
* 
1 
1 
a 


— Cn 7227 —̃ 2 > — SA” 
* -» 


od * 8 * 
— — 1 
4 * . 
S_— — 


* 2 
ET Fs. 


= = cab = FISS-=_ 
* — 5 


— 
Q FP : — LT ES a 
«pa. ths oh 


_ [3 
= IJ - th 
8 


E 


— — 
1 . LY 
8 


* ä ů — — s 
* a — ———— —- —— — —  — 


caſtors; let's ſee, I've my tools here in late; 


} am a man for the ladies. 


teau, a few ſilver n and tops of peppe 


outs piftols) [ll try and ſecure a little before theſe 
fellows come, and make a generat ſweep — Eh, 
(/ooks 22 My marop Fernando! kn 


Euter Palit. 


Ped. 4 he, he! Yes, my maſter has certain» 
'E? married the little nu Zirl— Ha, ha, ha! 
Don Alphonſo to demand ſatisfaction of me! no, 
no, Don Fernando is a maſter for the en 


AIR —Pedrills. 


A ſoldier Tam for a lady, 5 | 
What beau was e'er arm'd compleater ? 
When face to face, 
Her chamber the place, 
I'm able and willing to meet her. 
Gad's curſe, my dear Jaſſes, I'm ready 
To give you all ſatistackion-; 
I am the man 
For the crack of your fan, 
Tho? I die at your feet in the action. 
Your bobbins may beat up a row- de- dow, 
Your lap-dog may out with his bew-wow-wow, 
The challenge in love, 
I take up the glove, 


Tho TE a operas | | 
Spa. (advances) That's a fine ſong, Senor. 
ap Hey! did you hear me fling ? 


. I did, *twas charming. 
2 Then take a pinch of my Macquabah, 


(ehre, Spado takes.) 
Spa. Now, Senor, you'll pleaſe to diſcharge 


Ped. 


my little bill. 


— 
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Ped. Bill! 1 don't owe you any 

Spa. Yes, you do, Sir; recollect, Gant you 

ever hire any thing of me? | a 
Ped. Me! no! 

Spa. Oh, yes; I lent you the uſe of my two 

fine ears to kear your ſong, and the uſe of m 

moſt capital noſe to ſnuff up your 3 


and organs. 

Spa. Ves, and if you don't inſtantly pay the 
hire, PII ſtrike up a fyaphonia on this little bar- 
rel organ here. (fhews a piſtol) 

Ped. Hold, my dear . mo- 
ney) 1 refuſe to pay my debts!—Sir, I'm the 
moſt punctual—(frighten'd) but if you pleaſe, 
rather than hire them again, I'd chuſe to buy 
your fine noſe and your capital ears out and 
out. 


Donſhip to a fineffe of mine, ſo mention this, 
and you are 73 Sirrah! 

Ped. Sir! (frighten'd) Dear Sir! (Spade pre- 
ſents gol? ord, Sir! [Emt. 

Spa. Ha, ha, ha! They call me e little Spado— 
why I am not big but even Sanguiao allow'd I 
was a clever little fellow. Aſtoniſhing how a 
ſoul like mine, cou'd be pack'd in ſo ſmall a 
compaſs, but if worth is to be eſtimated by bulk, 
then muſt the Orient pearl give way to the 
grove s egg, and the moſs roſe to the red cab- 

age. 


AIR. —Spado. 


1 born to be little's my fate, 
Fes ta. was the great Alexander; 
en I march under a gate, 
ag no need to ſtoop like a gander; wt 
m 


Ped. Eh! what do you hire out your ſenſes 


Spa. Hark'ee ee (in a low tone) You owe your 
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I'm no linkum long hoddy-doddy, - 
. Whoſe paper kite ſails in the {ky ; 
If two feet I want in my body, 
In ſoul I am thirty feet high! org 4 9 


11. N 


Sweet laſs, of ſweet love can you fail, 
With ſuch a compact little Iovy? 
Tho' no one can taſte the big whale, 
All reliſh the little anchovy. 11 
The eagle, tho' for an high flyer, 
Of fine-feather'd fowl 1s the crack, 
Vet when he cou'd fly up no higher, 
The little wren jump'd on his back. 


Enter ParLieeo towards the cloſe of the air. 


Phil. Lord, Sir! I do vaſtly like your ſinging. 
Spa. Oh, then you heard my fine ſong, 2 
Phil. Ves, Sir. N N 
Spa. How did you get in? 
Phil. In a 
Spa. Did you pay at the door? wy 
Phil. What door, Sir ? 
Spa. What door, Sir! the door of this ſpas 
cious theatre. Ty TOE NY 
_ Phil. Theatte! Lord, Sir, are'nt we out in 
the open air ? $6795 IN 
Spa You little equivocating ſneaking ſcoun+ 
drel! wou'd you cheat, defraud a man of ge- 
nius out of the reward of his talents ?— What, 


I my {weet ſong, and not pay for your mu- 
ck. 


Phil. Pay! | Fs, 
| ops. O, ho! I fee ſomebody's likely to be 
robb'd here! Look'e friend, l'm not to be 
bilk d, ſo it you don't this inſtant pay, I muſt 

| _ diſcharge 


* 


« ww» 


* 
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diſcharge my door-keeper, here he is ſhews a 
70 
Phil. (crying) And muſt I give all the money 
Don Scipio gave me for my whole baſket of 
rapes. ( gives money) A plague of your muſick! ! 
h, oh Exit crying. 


$pa. What, you villain! I ſuſpe& preſently - 


this houſe will be too hot for me, yet the devil 
tempts me ſtrongly to venture in once more, if 
I cou'd but pick up a few more articles —Fcod, 

I'll venture, tho' I feel an ugly ſort of tickling 
under my left ear—Oh, poor Spado ! * 


—— —-— ä — 


SCENE IV; and loft. 
.4 Hall in the Caſlle. 
Enter Spapo. 


Spa. So many eyes about I can do nothing; 
if I cou'd but raiſe a commotion to employ their 
attention—Oh ! here's Don Juan, father to Fer- 
nando, juſt arriv'd—Yes, to mix up a fine con- 
fuſion now—aye, that's the time to pick up 
the looſe things but hold, I am told this Don 
2 is very paſſionate—heh to ſet him and 

on Scipio together by the cars —Ears have 
it. 


Enter Dow Joan in a travelling 475. and Servant. 


Don J. My coming vill ſurprize my ſon Fer- 
nando, and Don Scipio too—tell im, l'm 
here—1 hope I' mM time enough for the wedding. 
| [ Exit Serv, 

Spa. A grim baking old gentleman! ' 


(Bows * ) 


Don F. 
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Don F. Who's dog are you? 

Spa. How do you do, Senor ? ? 

Don J. Why, are you a phyſician? | 

Spa. Me a phyſician ! Alack-a-day, no, your 
honour, I am poor Spado. 

Don F. Where's Don Scipio? What is this 
his hoſpitality ? he has heard that I am here? 

Spa. He hear! Ah, poor gentleman—hear | 


Don J. Misfortune ! what, he's married again? 

Spa. At the brink, 

Don F. Marry and near threeſcore, . has 
he loſt his ſenſes ? 

Spa. He has loſt nearly one, Sir. | 

Don J. But where is he ? I want to aſk him 
about it. 

Spa. Aſk, then you muſt ſpeak very loud, Sir. 

Don. F. Why, is he deaf??;ñ 

Spa. Almoſt Sir, the dear gentleman can ſcarce 
hear a word. 

Don J. Ah, poor fellow ! Hey ! Isn't yonder 
my ſon ? (walls up.) 

Spa. Now if I could bring the eld ones together, 
I ſhouldn't doubt of a quarrel. 


Enter Dow Sc1rio, pf 
Don S. Ah, here's my friend Don Juan! Spa- 


Spa. Hear! Ah, poor Don Juan's hearing 
I've been roaring to him theſe five minutes. 

Don S. Roaring to him! 

Spa. He's almoſt deaf. 

Don S. Bleſs me ! 

Spa. You muſt bellow to him like a ſpeaking- 
trumpet. [ Exit Spado. 

Don 8. N 


THE CASTLE OF ANDALUSIA. 175 
Don S. (very loud.) Don Juan, you are wel- 


C 


come. | 
Don. J. (ftarting.). Hey | Strange that your 
deaf people always ſpeak loud (very loud.) I'm 
very glad to ſee you, Don Scipio. | 
Dos S. When people are deaf themſelves, . 
think every body elſe is ſo How long have you 
been this way, (bawling.) 
Don. J. Juſt arriv'd. (Sawling in bis ear.) 
Don. S. I mean as to the hearing ? 
Vm loud. 
Don F. Aye, I find it's very bad with you. 


(bawling.) 4 ſhall roar myſelf as hoarſe as a raven. 


Don F. My lungs can't hold out a converſation : 
I muſt ſpeak by ſigns (makes fins) 
Don 7. What now, are you dumb too ? 


Enter V a$QUEz: | Whiſpers Don Sc1y10, 


Don S. Oh, you may ſpeak out, nobody can 


hear but me. 


Don J. [Vaſquez] Pray, i is this crazy fool 
your maſter here going to be married ? 

Don 8. What f ( ſupriſed.) 
Vaſ. Don F 8 wou'd ſpeak with you, 
Sir. (to Don Seipio.) [ Exit VasSQUEZ, 

Don S. I wiſh he'd come here, and ſpeak, to 
this old blockhead his father=Don Juan, you 
are welcome to my houſe—but Iwiſh you had Raid 
at home. (in a low tone.) 

Don J. Jam much oblig'd to you. (enraged) 

Don $. You'll ſoon ſee your ſon : as great an 
aſs as yourſelf. V's a low toue.) 


Don F. An aſs! you ſhall find me a tyger, you 
old whelp | 


Don S. Why, 20unds, you're not deaf! 
Don 7. A mad—ridiculous ! — 


i. AA Enter 
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Enter FæRNAN DO and VIcTOR1A, | 


Fernando ! hey, boy, what dreſs is this? 

Fer. My father —Sit—]J---I--- | 
Don S. (to Victoria.) What are you doing air 

that fellow ? ? 
Vic. Your pardon, deareſt father, when I own 
that he is now my huſband. 
Don S. By this ruin, this eternal diſgrace upon 
my houſe am I puniſh'd for my unjuſt ſeverity to 
my poor ſon---married to that raſcal. 

Don F. Call my ſon, a raſcal! 

Don S. Zounds, man! who's thinking of your 
fon? _ this fellow to marry the girl and diſgrace 

my family. 

Don 7. Diſgrace ! He has honoured your fa- 
mily, you crack-brained old fool ! 

S. A footman honour my family, you ſu- 

perannuated deaf old ideot 


Enter Dame Is ABEL. 


Oh, Dame, fine doings! Pedrillo here has mar- 
ried my daughter. 

Don F. But why this diſguiſe- - what is all this 
about? tell me, Fernando. 

Ja. What, is this really Don Fernando ? 2 

Don S. Do you ſay fo, Don Juan? 

Don J. To be ſure: 

Don S. Hey! then, Dame, your daughter is 19 
left to the valet- no fault of mine tho", 

Ja. What a vile contrivance ? 

Fer. No, Madam, your's was the contrivance, 
which love and accident have counteracted injuſtice 
to this injured lady. | 

Ja. Oh, that villain Spado. 

Don F. Spado why that's he that told me you 
were deaf. Don $8 
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Don S. Why, he made me believe you cou'd 
not hear a word. . 


Ja. And led me into this unlucky error. 


[Exit ISABELLA: 
Don F. Oh, what a lying ſcoundrel 


Enter Sr aDO. (bebind.) 


Spa, I wonder how my work goes on here! 
(Roars in Don Juan's ear.) I give you joy, Sir. 

Don F. I'll give you forrow, you raſcal ! 

| Rp (c beats him.) 

Den S. I'll have you hang'd, you villain ! 

Spa. Hang'd ! dear Sir, twould be the death 
of me. | KR | 
Ped, (without.) Come along, my Cara Spoſa--- 
tol-de-rol---(Enters) How do you do, boys and 
girls.--Zounds ! my old maſter ! 

Don F. Pedrillo ! hey day ! here's finery ! 

Ped. I muſt brazen it out: Ah, Don Juan, 
my worthy dad! | | | 

Don F. Why, what in the name of---but I'll 
beat you to a mummy, firrah ! 

Ped. Don't do that---I'm going to be married 
to an heireſs, ſo muſtn't be beat to a mummy-=-= 
Lady ſtand before me, (gets bebind Victoria). 

Don F. Let me come at him. 

Spa. Stay where you are, he don't want you, 

Spa. Dear Sir. 

Don S. Patience, Don Juan, your ſon has got 
my daughter, ſo our contract's fulfill'd. 

Don J. Yes, Sir; but who's to ſatisfy me for 
your intended affront, hey 

Don S. How ſhall I get out of this---T'll re- 


venge all upon you, you little raſcal ! to priſon 


you go---Here, a brace of Alguazils, and a pair 
of hand-cuffs, 


„ 


aA 2 Spa. | 
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Spa. For me ! the beſt friend you have in the. 

world! 

Don S. Fi iend, that ſhan't ſave your neck. 

Sea. Why I've ſav'd your throat. | 

Don S. How, Sirrah ? 

Spa. Only two of the banditti here in *% catl | 
this morning. - : | | 

Don S. Oh, dear me! 
Spa. But I got em out. 

Don S. How, how ! 

Spa. I told em they ſhould come and murdep 
you this evening. 

Don $. Much oblig'd to you.---Oh, lord! 

LA craſh and tumultuous noiſe without, bandit- 
ti ruſh in arm'd, Don Cxzſar at their head, 
Fernando draws and Hand before Victoria. 1 

Band. This way ! 

Don S. Oh, ruin! I'm a miſerable old man! 
Where's now my Cæſar, if I hadn't baniſh'd him 
I ſhould now have a protector in my child. 

Don C. Then you ſhall—Hold ! (to Banditti) 
My father! (kneels to Don Scipio.) | 

Don S. How ! Czfar ! 

Don C. Yes, Sir—droye to deſperation by — 
my follies were my own- but my vices 

Don $. Were the conſequence of my rigour--- 

My child! Jet theſe tears waſh away the remem- , | 
brance of the paſt. | 
Don C. My father! I am avid of this 

goodneſs---I confeſs ev'n now I entered the caſtle 
with an impious determination to extort by force--+ 

Sang. Captain, we didn't come here to fal- 
Give the word for plunder. 


\ 


Band, Aye, plunder |! (very tumultuous.) 
Don C. Hold! 
Spa. Captain, let's have a choice rumaging. 
(cocks his wa 
6 
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Ped. Oh, Lord ! there's the barrel - organ! 
Don C. Stop | hold ! I command you. 
Don F. Oh, heav'ns then is Ramirez the terri- 
ble Captain of the cut-throats, the grand tygeriof 
the cave ?—bur all my fault! the un- natural 
rent ſhould be puniſk'd ina eee child! Mx 
life is yours. 

Don C. And I'll preſerve it a5 my own. Retire 
and wait your orders. 
[ Exeunt all Banditti but Spado. ] 

Don S. What, then, you are my protector. 
My dear boy! Forgive me! I, I, I pardon; all; 

Don C. Then, Sir, I ſhall firſt beg it for my 
companions, if reclaim'd by the example of their 
leader, their future lives ſhew them worthy of mer- 
cy, if not, with mine let them be forfeit to the 
hand of Juſtice, 

Don S. Some, I believe, may go op- Eh; | 
little Spado, could you dance upon nothing ? 

Spa. Ves, Sir; but our captain, your ſon muſt 
lead up the ball, Bowes.) 

Don S. Ha, ha, ha; Well, though ill-eſtow'd, 
I muſt try my intereſt at Madrid. Children, I 
aſk your pardon; forgive me Victoria; and take 
my bleſſing in return. 

Vic. And do you, Sir, acknowledge me for 
your child ? 

Don S. I do, I do, and my future kindneſy 
ſhall make amends for my paſt cruelty. 

Ped. Ha, here comes my * got 4 
Ciceſbeo already ? 


Enter A1PHONSO and LoRkzNzA, 


47. Vi dl. (the deen 
Alph, 
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only by the name of Victoria, you little imagined 


away your Lorenza; but, had I then known we 
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Alph. My good captain as I knew this Lady 


in your friendly promiſes to me, you were giving 


both loved the ſame miſtreſs, I ſhould e're now 
have relinquiſhed my pretenſions. 

Lor. My good -natured Alphonſo ! Accept 
my gratitude, my eſteem, but my love is, and 
ever was, in the poſſeſſion of — Don Cæſar. 

Don C. Dear father, this is the individual Lady 
whoſe beauty, grace, and angelic voice, capti- 
vated my ſoul at Florence; if ſhe can abaſe her 
ſpotleſs mind to think upon a wretch degraded 
by his lawleſs irregularities, accompany her (pars 
don with your approbation to our union. 

Lor. My Czfar ! let every look be forward tg 
happineſs. 


DUET—C2/ar and Lorenza. 


My ſoul, my life, my love how great! 
Sweet flower ſo long neglected, 
Our joys are rapture when we meet, 


A bleſſing unexpected. 


The envious clouds now chaſe away, 
Behold the radient god of day, 

Ariſe with light eternal crown'd, | 
To guild the glorious landſcape round. 


Don F. Iſabel has been too good, and I too 
bad a parent! ha, ha, ha! then fate has decreed 

u are to be my daughter ſome way or other, 
Eb. Signora. 

Ped. em but has fate decreed that my ſpoſa 
is to be another man's wife? 

Spa. And, Sir, (0 Scipio.) if fate has decreed 
that your ſon is not to be hanged, let the indul- 
gence extend to the humbleſt of his followers. 


(Bows.) 
Den $, 
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Don S. Ha, ha, ha! Well, tho' I believe 
you a great, little rogue, yet it ſeems you have 
been the inſtrument of bringing about things 
Juſt as they ſhould be. 5 

Don F. They are not as they ſhould be, and I 
tell you again, Don Scipio, I will have,. 

Don F. Well, and ſhall have—a bottle of the 
beſt wine in Andaluſia, ſparkling Muſcadel, 
bright as Victoria's eye, and ſweet as Lorenza's 
lip; hey, now for our brace of Weddin 


where are the violins, lutes, and cymbals? I ſay 
let us be merry in future, and paſt faults, our 


good-humour'd friends will forget and forgive. 
FINA LE. LEE. 


Social powers at pleaſure's call 
Welcome here to Hymen's hall ; 
Bacchus, Ceres, bleſs the feaſt, 
Momus lend the ſprightly jeſt, 
Songs of joy elate the ſoul, 

Hebe fill the roſy bowl, 

Every chaſte and dear delight, 
Crown with joy this happy night, 


id 


THE END. 
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Alderfeldt (an Officer in the German 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 
— — 
Count Clementin, Ol IO ENT Mr. BANNISTER, 7 
Count de Lor E, eee $0056 02000000 006000050 g 
Governor of tne Baſtille, Cadondebieroceriived 


M. Pincemaille, CES SS SOS SES ede eee: 
Dubois (a Grenadier, ſon to Ambroiſe), Mr. JonNsTONE. 


Acorn (an Engliſhman), , . . ...... .. 


Martin, (a Soldier) * ͤ“ e Mir. DUFFY. 

Ambroiſe (a veteran Officer), . ..... . Mr. DaAL ET. 

Auſtin (a Prieſt), .. 2 ——.——2— . 2 . Mr. POWELL. 

Arnold (an — 56„%%%%%„%„%„%6„„%% „1ç«¶ 4 

Robert (an Invalid), . .. .. . . . . . . . 

Savetier (a Coblarl, rr Mr. Eowin, 
(Chrildren of the Military 

Thomas School, and ſons to Am- 

Jaques 1 
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ſervice) 5636532: „„„ „ „ „ „ „„ 
Pere Anthony (a Brother of St, Lazare), 


Madame Clumatinnss, WOVEN APV ARA 5304 92 Mit Pare. 
Henriette, eee — Mrs. MouxrTAIN. 


Alice, „„ „ese. —— #063823 n. 


Madelaine, eneee-eeetetetseseeteeetatesesee- Mrs. MarTYR. 
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Friars of all EE 8 3 French Guards, 
Invalids, Nobleſſe, Citizens, Children of the De- 
pot des gardes Frangoiſes, Peaſants, Jailors, 
Exempts, Women, Children, Priſoners, &C, 


OO OC — 


Scent, Paris, 


GRENADIER. 


PART I. 
SCENE I. 


A view near Menilmontant in the vicinity of the 
Fauxbourg St, Antoine; on one fide Madame Cle- 
mentine's Houſe A Court and Gate on the other 
-a Tree with a Seat under it near the front, 


| ENTER Thomas and Jaques hand in hand, in 
their uniforms—they Jook, laugh and jump with 
great joy; then run and hide behind a tree, and 
archly peep out. 5 

Enter Amb. oiſe—looks about him for Thomas 
and J:ques—they ſuddenly art out from behind 
the tree, and with joy ſpring into his arms. 

Enter Dubois. Tender and atlectionate to his 
father and brothers, who bring Ambroiſe off 
with great glee.— Henriette appears at a window 
of Madame Clementine's houſe, ſiniles at Du- 
bois; he ſalutes refſpeRfully z ſhe enters haitily 
from the houſe through the gate—Dubois with 
gallantry and complaifance invites her to fat down 
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on The ſeat under the tree; he paſſionate and 
tender ; ſhe liſtens with affection. N 


AIR. — Dubois . 


Hark to the tinkling of yon brook, 

Upon it's low'ry margin looks 
Thro' this green mead, "tho" free to fray, 
While you are here it ſeems to ſay, + 
In plaintive murmurs, Let me ſtay, 

Ah cruel Seine why aſk me yet, 

I cannot leave ſweet Henriette. 


II. 


For thee my fair the violets fpring, 
To pleaſe my love, the ſweet bir ; ſing; : 
Or was't thy thrilling voice dear maid ? 
No, Cupid calls from-yonder ſhade, bl 
And he muſt eyer be obey'd. 
Beneath that tree the loves are met, 
And there III court my Henriette. 


III. 


To look around thro? all mankind, 7 
Some darling paſſion ſways the mind. 
e greedy miſer pants for gold, 
A nation's for ambition ſold, 
And fame leads on the ſoldier bold. 
Fame, gold, ambition, all are met, 
In one ſweet ſmile from 3 


He leads her to the bench they ft —DiNank 
ſhouts—Dubois and Henriette liſten. 
Enter Martin —Acquaints] Dubois that the peo- 
ple are aſſembling to repair to M. Pipcemaile's 
bouſe, with delign to make him give up his mo- 
nopolzed corn. Dubois draws his {word, —Hen- 
riette endeavours to diſſuade him trom going; 
they part tenderly. [ 1-xeqnt Dubois and Martin. 
The tormer in his ardour having forgot his mul. 
guek 
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quet and grenadier's hat on the bench. Hen= 
riette diſtreſſed. ar - 
Enter Madame Clementine from the houſe, in- 
troducing the Governor; preſents him to Hen- 
riette as a lover. She rejects him with diſ- 
dain. He entreats Madame Clementine to in- 
terpoſe her authority in his favor; this ſhe de- 
clines, unwilling to force her daughter's incli- 
nations. The Governor looking on the bench, 
ſees Dubois' hat with the national green cockade 
and the muſquet, ſnatches up the hat in great 
fury, upbraids Henriette with giving the prefe- 
rence to ſo mean a rival, tears out the cockade, 
throws it on the ground, and treads on it.. 
Madame Clementine with indignation againſt the 
Governor, picks up the cockade, preſents it to 
her daughter, comman-/'s her to wear it next her 
heart, and deſires the Governor to ſee Hem iet e 
no more,—He greatly enraged, ſtill having Du- 
bois' hat in his hand, who returns for his muſ- 
quet, ſees the hat and claims it. Madame 
Clementine points to the cockade in Henriette's 
breaſt, aſking him if it is his; he acknow- 
ledges it—Madame Clementine with great joy 
looks on Du Bois, authoriſes Henriette to re- 
ceive his addrefles The Governor filled with 
much anger and contempt ſeems greatly morti- 
fied. -Shouting without; the Governor alarm'd ; 
Dubois ſmiles at him with exultation, acquaints 
Madame Clementine that the people are going to 
break open Pincemaille's granaries, and dittri- 
bute to the poor the corn at a reaſonable price. 

[ Exit the Governor haſtily and agitated. 
Madame Clementine with ſpirit, encourages Du 
bois to go and aſſiſt the people, to which Heu- 
rictte with reluctance agrees. N 


| Hen. 


Dub. 


Dub. 


Hen. 


Dub. 


Hen. 
Dub. 


Hen, 


Shouts encreaſe. 


LE GRENADIER; 


DUET. 
Henriette and Dubois. 


Generous ſoldier do not go 
To fight, when there's no foreign ſoe. 


Do not wrong the glorious cauſe, 
Againſt the abuſe but not the laws. 


At firſt the godlike flame began, 


To give mankind the claims of Man. 


My fears ſuch boding ills preſage, 
Bleſt Angels ſtill my ſoldier guard; 
A nation's good his thoughts engage, 
A nation's praiſe the bright reward. 


Sweeteſt, beſt, of womankind, 

Sooth my love thy troubl'd mind; 

When tempeſtuous tumults roll, 

This aſſurance calm thy ſoul. 

Thy Guillaume ſcorns a rebel's name, - 
Nor treaſon ftain his ſword with ſhame. 


Ah me! 
My Henriette ! 
| Go,--- 
The proud humanity ſhall know.] 
With patriotic zeal I burn. 
Go, and in civic wreaths return, 


[Exit Dubois. 


Madame Clementine looks after him with joy 
and zeal: Henriette expreſſing doubts and fears 
for his ſafety, determines to follow. Madame 
Clementine chears her, | Exeunt. 


SCENE 


LE GRENADIER. 19. 
SCENE II. 
¶ſtreet | before Pincemaille's magazine. 


People of all deſcription, men, women, and 
children forcibly carrying ſacks of flour from it. 
Acorn conſpicuouſly active. Enter Pincemaille at 
the ſide in rage and ſorrow, endeavours in vain to 
prevent them, runs in deſpair imploring the 
ſeveral characters, as they are carrying off the 
flour; they deride him and ſtill proceed. Enter 
Alderfelt with a body of the Royal Allemande. 
Pincemaille, gives them all money, beſeaching 
him to oppoſe the plunder of his granary : they 
attack the people, recover great part of the 
flour and replace it in the houſe. Pincemaille 
with joy ſpirits them up. Enter Dubois and 


Martin heading a party of grenadiers with the 
national cockades. They engage the Royal 


Allemande with great vigour, oblige them to 
retire, the people rally, headed by Acorn, again 
ſcize the corn and bear it off with acclamations. 
Enter Henriette, joy ful to find Dubois ſafe, they 
embrace. Re-enter Acorn,ſhakes Dubois heartily by 
the hand and applauds his valour. Enter Madame 
Clementine and Auſtin, ſhe addreſſes Dubois 
with great affection and praiſe for his laſt action. 
Enter ſeveral old people meagre and wretched, they 
return thanks to Dubois. Madame Clementine 
comments on their miſery to Pincemaille, upbraids 
him as the cauſe; then looking on the granary 
with the doors broke open, turns and ſmiles on 
Pincemaille with contempt and exultation at this 
piece of juſtice for his trampling on 'the national 
cockade, and his oppreſſion of the poor; gives 
Henriette's hand to Dubois. Enter Martin and 


ſome 
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ſome reſpectable citizens. They give Pincemaille 
a written paper and a bag of money, gold, ſilver, 
and copper, the produce of his flour, which they 
had fold at the halle at a moderate price to the 
poor : Pincemaille with rage flings it on the 
ground. Dubois takes it up and gives it to the 

people, Pincemaille endeavours to take it 
| ct them, but is prevented by Acorn, who puts 
them off. Pincemaille with frantic rage pointing 
to the granary threatens revenge upon em all. 
This at laſt irritates the ſoldiers; they ruſh on, 
ſeize him, and Martin makes a ſtroke of his ſword 
as to behead him, but his life is ſpared by the 
interceſſion of Henriette and Madame Clementine, 
who are led off by Dubois, Wen 
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Le Palais Royal. Sieur Curtius cabinet of Wars 
Work conſpicuous, n 


Enter cilixens and people of all ranks expreſſing 
filent ſorrow. Some go to Sieur Curtius's cabinet 
he enters from it. They demand the wax buſts of 
the Duc D' Orleans and M. Necker, he brings 
them out, the people cover part of them with 
black crape, carry them high over their heads, 
they all take off their hats and huzza. Enter 
Martin and his party of French grenadiers. They 
Join with the people in doing honours to the two 
buſts. Ereunt ſhouting. 


SGENE 


IX GRENADIER. 150 
SCENE IV. | 


A Street —Savetier diſcover d in bis all, working, 
| ſinging and drinking. 


Sav. I have juſt finiſh'd my work—(takes up 4 
bottle. —Goes to fill out @ glaſs.) Ves I have finiſh'd 
{Turns the bottle up). Some man they ſay, roll'd 
a ſtone up a hill, and no ſooner up than it rolld 
down : ſo there was all that lads work to do over 
again—now when I empty the bottle it. ſtays 
empty—tho' I have no objection to do all that 
work over again, I'd take a nap if I thought 
nobody would attack my property. ¶ Tauuns and 
falls aſleep.) IN 3 

Enter MaDELaing with a Baſket of Flawers., 


Mad. Achetez ma belle Roſe, mon beaux. 
Jaſmin D'eſpagne, ma belle Giroflee blanche me 
beaux oieletts deux. | 


AIR. Madelaine. 


Mad. Mes _ oieletts doux---come my pretty pinks 
uy, | 
How brilliant the ſeaſon, how ſweet is the cry, 
The Lady, the Biſhop, the Count and Marquis; 
The Pinks of gay Paris, their > ras buy of me; 
They always pay double, yet ſmi 


mile on me too, 
When they hear the ſweet cry of my beaux gieletts 
doux. 


II. 

To the gard'ner I offer my money to pay, 

For the pinks I buy of him; my dear he ſays nay; 
Since I ſaw your lov'd foot when you ſtepp'd o'er 

yon ſtyle; 
Id a ad garden to you for a ſmile. 
At his word I then took him, with dear Sir, adieu, 
Yet I paid him his ſmile---and then beaux oiletts 
oux. 


vor, x | 7 3 A very, 
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A very fine Lord; but a vile naughty man, 
Would purchaſe my pinks---but my perſon trepati; 
He tovk out his ſnu#-box, and heh with an ir, 
« Ah nia chere mon ange; you are deviliſh fair.“ 


ky Le fain would have kiſs d me.---I cried taiſez vous, 
Yet his Louis I took, and then beaux oillets doux, 


Ay, if m dronken huſband . was in- 
1 28 40 am, we 5 bother ag ha ppy f fy 
couple in the Fauxhuorg St. et, ord if 
he isnt fallen alle ep. (ol ng at bim.) Why 
you lazy devil. — Here's a dainty huſband for 
fach a pretty girl as me Ave heard of one Mis 
Venus that us d to fell myrtles, the married a 
Mr. Vulcan, a blackſmith.—Vm "ſure I've made 
a mere Venus of myſeſf to marry a cobler ; why 
Savetier ? Savetier! here's à bit '6f ſweet briar for 
you my dear, the patriotic coloyr—My Hero, 
and a nettle for you my darling: -=(pats him wh 
the flowers.) 

Fav. (Starting out of his fleep.) My N 
Heels, ſoals, ſhoes, pumps, ſtraps, 3 ends 
and pegging- aws! 

Mad. Ha, ha, ha! 

Sav. Oh, wite- is it you. (Zauns, gets out of 
his tall. )—Oh you awoke me from the ſweeteſt 


Mad. Ay, but are your children to get bread © 
by your dreaming ? 
Fav. My dear, I thought: :—Kiſs me Made- 


Jaine. 


Mad. You're not ſo fond of kiſſi ing in the houſe 


that you ſhou'd get te it in the open ſtreets. 
Sav. Such a dream l thought that I was Arch 


Biſhop of Patis, that | was preaching a ſermon 
at Notre Dame, and that as I was explicatifying 


„Uke 


thee a mad kettle drummer, ca baile the un 
fortunate cuſhion with' as little mercy as if was 
my own poor lapftone, —Out flys' from one of my 
ſteeves a flipper of the 8 it Kims round 
the church; the piqued toc hits the King in the 
eye, whizzitig down, knock'd the ſceptre out of 
his left hand into his right; rebounding up at 
the breaſt of the Governor of the Baſtile flaps 
off his upper button, and ſtriking the elbow of 
an Engliſh baker, with an oak ſtick in his 6ſt, 
it fell on the toupee of Dubois the grenadier, 
and it inſtantly ſprouted into græen leaves round 
his forehead; and my dear Madelaine, as you 
were offering me one of your ſweet roſes, I 
thought at that moment in ſtepped the devil. 
(Enter Pere Anthony) He! he! he! wife, did you 
ever ſee any thing ſo apropos. 


Ant. Save you. 
Sav. Ay ſave us from thee. —If T had men. 


tion'd the black gentleman ſooner, I ſhould have 
been cut off in the middle of my dream—he ! he! 
he !—talk of the—he ! he! he !—and—he! he! 
he! (looks at father Anthony ſignificantly.) 

Mad. Throw out ſuch inunendes upon his 
reverence. Oh!] upon my reputation my dear 
you are a reprobate. 

Ant. Madelaine you have confeſſed but twelve 


times ſince Eaſter. 
Mad. Oh holy father, my huſband here is the 


worſt man.— 
Sav. Lou jade confeſs your own wickedneſs 


and never mind mine. 
Ant. Come with me child and let his fins fall 
upon his own head. 
Sav. If ſhe goes with you Lam afraid her ſins 


will fall upon my head. 
1 Mad, 
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Mad. Why huſband do you know what g: 
Friar 18 ? — vou know he can nn; vou 
bring you into the church. | 

Sav. Ay and let him bring my ſtall into. his 
church — then I'll be a Prebend. 

Mad. Do you hear him F ather | ? he's the. moſt 
curſedeſt—do you know 


AIR—Savetier. 


Gay| friends we'll have a jovial bout, 
Our wine and care diſpatching, ; 

And he that's ſad, why, turn him out, 

PFeor grief they ſay is catching. 


Then ſhake your heel and ſhake your toe, 
Since freedom there's rare news of, 

We'll now kick high, and now kick low, 
And kick our wooden ſhoes off. 


And where they'll drop, ma puzzle all, 
The doQors of the op Long 
The globe turns round and let them fall 
pon a Turkiſh turban. 6 


The ſelfiſh patriot may prate 
Of King and people vapour, 
Let nothing trouble now your pate 
But how to cut a caper. 


Then ſhake your heel, &c. | 
Exeunt, 


SCENE V. 


La Place Louis XV. the Garden and Palace of” 
the Thuleries with the Pont Tournant in view. 


Enter Coy and be with the buſts. A ſtate 
{dan 


— 


ſedan chair, brought on preceded by footmen in 


een laced liveries, the people ſurround the chair, 
draw the curtains, finding it open, they break it 
to pieces, and ſeize the footmen, one of whom 
looking at the people's green cockade ſnearingly 
remarks, that with all their patriotiſm they wear 
the livery of the Count, they look at his coat and 
then tear out their cockades, fling them away; 
ſome ruſh into the milliners ſhops and return 
inſtantly with red and blue cockades, which they 


put in their hats, ; „ 
| [Exit in tumult. 


Enter SAveTIER MADELAINE and PERE ANTHONY. 
Savetier ſeems ſcized with ardour—diſcontented 


with his dreſs—Madelaine weeps—Pere Anthony 
comforts, and in condolence takes her off. 72 


Enter a concourſe of people with wheelbarrows, Pick 
axes, ſhovels, Ic. c. ſhouts of © Au champs 
de Mars.” 


AIR. Savetier. 


Come men and boys, widows and maids, 
For fiddles quit muſket and trigger, 
Since Sire is now King of Spades, 

Each noble ſhould turn turf digger. 
The altar we'll raiſe in the field, 
The heavens our pzns ſhall greet, 

For power got tipſey and reel” 
And tumbled at liberty's feet. 


[ Exeunt. 
SCENE 
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LE GRENADIER, 
_ SEENE' VI. 
Ze Rite Richlean. 


Enter People carrying the Buſt in triumph, 
Enter. SAVETIER, dreſſed in Regimentals, a label on 


bis back, © Un Capitaine a Louer.” 


Al R—Savetier. 


Tho ſome me a cobler will call, 
J vas a neat ftitcher of pumps, 
At laſt I left hammer and awl, 
And now I'm a dealer in thumps. 
I've taken ſuch courage of late, 
Nor Gentles nor Nobles I dreads; 
Pve-leather'd the feet of the great, 
And now Sir, I'll leather their heads. 
Hah ! Faralibobette, 
Faralibobo, _ 
Savatt Fortn Selette, 
Sabre tire Marteau; 
| Faralibobette. 
Faralibobo. 


11. 


With lapſtone- PII bang the Baſtile, 
Then Inſtep the Maſter to vamp, 


His ſoul caſe Il! tap on the heel, 


And I'Il make him kick out at the lamp. 
My buſineſs of late ſo decay'd, 

No caſh could I raiſe for the booze, 
But I'll ſoon have a flouriſhing trade, 

Since no more we ſhall wear wooden ſhoes, 


Hah ! Fara. 


III, 
My wax end I'Il give to the Pope, 


To the German T'll give a few knocks, 


An Iriſhman taught me to tope, : 
And an Engliſh Jew learn'd me to box. 


1 


&c. x 


For 


LE 8 


For liberty al bght, 
When I can't Pl perhaps run away, ; 
I'm Criſpin Swiſs, Hector ſo tight, * 
Cobler, * for all that will 
Hal ! Fara, Kc. 


99 


Enter Atpreriur; my” the Ron Alemande, ſome 
of them throw aut gibes at the buſts, are reproved 
by Robert, he's puſh'd down, one of the Germans 
makes a ſtroke with his ſword at one of the buſts, 
it's broken, the people incenſed, attack the Soldiers, 
with ſtones, clubs, &c.---Muſquetry is heard 
without---Alarm belt rings and a general cry 
« Aux Armes.”---German Guards are driving 
off the people.---Enter Dubois and Martin head- 
ing a party of grenadiers, with national cock- 
ades, (blue and red,) they engage the Royal 
Allemande with vigour---oblige them to retire.--= 


Enter Henriette, Madame Clementine and Auſtin. 


Proceſſion of men and women, as to ws marriage 
of Dubois and Henriette. 


AIR and CHORUS. 


Gentle Venus for a while 
Calm the tumult with a ſmile, 
Let no care diſturb the rite, 
Bleſs with joy the wedding night. 
Nomen. So brave is the youth ! 
Men. And ſo handſome the maid. 
omen. Tis valour. 
Men. Tis beauty. 
All. Now call for thy aid. 
Chorus. Yet if the ſtorm needs muſt blow, 
And dangers fierce impending ; 
Nomen. He courage has to ſtrike the foe, 
Men. She beauty worth defending. 188 
Chorus, Vet if the ſtorm, &c. l Exeunt, 


The proceſſion a by Auſiin, as to the marriage of 
enriette and Dubois. 


END OF THE FIRST PART, 
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ScEN 2 


The Boulevards, with a View of the Depot te 


Gardes Francoi fe g. 


'T nowas, 3 and the other children . 
of the ſchool armed and in uniforms, drawn up 
before it. Ambroiſe ſtanding before them ſhoul- 


dering a large ſtick, 


AlR— Ambroiſe, 


Come, Come to er arms my boys, 


Your fireloc 
Shoulder, 
Bolder, 


poize, 


* 


With your quick mancœuvre charm each beholder, 


Ground! Fort Bien! recover! 
A petit pate! when exerciſe is over, 


Alons, 


Charge---preſent---Fire---Bon ! 


0 De Children Exerciſe.) 


&, * 
* 
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Enter 
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Enter Madame CLemenTINE, Duzors, . 
HenRIETTS, Se. . 

Dubois takes Jaques and Thomas by the hand 
and introduces them to Madame Clementine and 

Henriette as his brothers. — The Ladies preſent 
Ambroiſe and all the Children with National 
Cockades, they put them in their hats and 
huzza ! Dubois and the Ladies deſire the Chil- 
dren to retire into the ſchool out of the way of 
danger, they aſſent, break their ranks, play and 
walk about promiſcuouſly— Dubois and the La- 
dies take a tender leave of Thomas and Jaques ;z 
alk Ambroiſe to go with them, he ſays-he'll tay 
ſome time longer with the boys. wor 
[ Exeunt Dubois, Mad. Clementine, Henriette, Sc. 
Ambroiſe takes papers of cakes out of his 
pocket, and diſtributes them among the chil- 
dren, they eat, laugh, play and are without any 
re.ularity going into the ſchool. A volley of ſhot 
at a diſtance, The Children inſtantly return; 
form themſelves in order of battle, charge their 
pieces with exact military diſcipline—Ambroue 
ſtan eis looking at them with ſurpriſe and admi- 
Tat on. | "1 
Enter Acorn, Savetier, and People, flying with 
precipitation. Acorn with ſpirit, endeavours 
to rally them—Another yolley—Cries of diſtreſs. 
Enter Alderfeldt and the Royal A.lemande pur- 
ſuing them—the people prepare to fly— The 
Royal Allemande to follow—The Children in- 
terpoſe, form themſelves into regular lines bes 
fore them, diſcharge a volley of ſmall ſnot; thus 
repulſed, the Royal Allemande make a ſtand.— 
Alderfelt commands them to fire on the Children, 
they retuſe, Acorn raſhes forward and knocks 
vor. 1. pÞo Alder. 
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Alderfeldt down, but is himſelf ſurrounded ap 
taken by ſome of the Royal . Allemande and borne 
off. The Children again charge, the Royal 


Allemande aſhamed to attack them, yet many 


wounded and ſome fallen, they are obliged to 
retreat, The People take courage, and purſue 
them; the Women very active in this Some 
of the loweſt of the rabble attempt to rifle thoſe 
of the Royal Allemande that had fallen; the 
Children preſent their pieces at them, and they 
run off in confuſion ſeveral W anna Chil- 
dren and Ambroiſe expreſs pity for the wound- 
ed, and with a ſhew of compaſſion call out the 
Servants, of the ſchool, and Surgeons who dn ä 
them brought i in. 


4 Soldier I was and I buftted 3 mn wars, © 
On my old ſhining pate I can ſhew many ſcars, 
The Army I left when I found the wars ceaſe, a 
For little is thought of a Soldier in peace. 


] fit me down quiet upon a ſmall farm, | 
In the ſunſhine of comfort how happy I ſing, 
And all my rent paid and the tax to the king, 
I ſtill had a bottle tq keep my noſe warm. 


x The ſnow of December tho? ſhook-on m head, 


The full roſe of June o'er my jolly cheeks ſpread, 

In the dance on the green, when my 5 chanced to 
fail, 

I had breath enough left for a merry ꝗld tale. 


But tho? I ſowed, my whore would ne'er come to flour, 
Three things ere I reap'd, would my crop all devour, 
The Partridge picks the grain up, the blade the Rabbit 
gobbles, 

And all my corn that grew to cars, was threſh'd out by 
| the N obles, 


8 


— e 


my Hail I in i vay 3 with my Cockade, 


44 oof along the furrows away for the Parade, 


Then rouſe ye valiant Tiers Etat, ſuc and triumph 
wait us; 

My ;Ploughſhare nad you, an my boys, lun! Old 
Cinkinitnt. | 


. CHORUS or CaibAEN. | 
Then rouſe ye valiant Tiers Etat, ſueceſt and triumph 


wait us, 
His Ploughſhare leads the ** my boys, Huzza ! Old 
Cincinatus. 


The Children, headed by Ambroiſe, march 


round, and go into the ſchool huzzaing. \ 


SCENE II. 


Fauxbourgh K. Laurent— The Corvent of St. Lazarre 


Shouting without. on every fide. 

Enter from the Convent mc of the Priefts i in 
terror and amazement, with their effects, fur- 
niture, plate, Wines, &c. 

Enter People at the ſides, run into a Blackſmith's 
ſhop, and bring out various implements as wea- 
A they go to the gates. of St. Lazarre—the 

rieſts endeavour by perſuaſion to ſtop them. 

Enter at the fide a body of reputable Citizens 
well armed, they try to quell. the tumult, but in 
vain; the people .ruſh into..the. Convent=The 
Citizens deliberate—the:People return from the 
Convent with their plunder of Wines, Proviſi- 
ons, Sacks of Corn, Plate, &c, | 
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Enter from the Convent Pere Anthony, walking 
before a coffin, borne by four. prieſts as to bu- 
rial. The people give way with reverence; but 


Savetier more bnfy than the reſt, 'getting-cloſe, 


perceives a piece of drapery hanging out of the 
coffin; calls the people aſide, points and laughs; 
they by force take and ſet the coffin an end, Sa- 


vetier 
_ of it. 


opens the lid, and Madelaine walks out 


DUET; 
Savetier and Madelaine.. 
A Miracle this! | 

The dead come to life ! 
It isn't. 
It is 


- By the Lord it's my wife! 
I died the day, that very day 
That you unkind forſook me 5 


And from the Grave, 


My Soul to fave, 
The holy Father took me. 


You ſhould have died at home ſweet ſpouſe, 


Oh, what a funeral feaſt; 


Of all the cold meat in the houſe, 


A dead wife is the beſt : 
But tell me Father Anthony, 
Did you make my Tantony. 
Rien. | 
ipgin, | 
S Wy n 
ell me this, and tell me true? 
Never mind him reverend Sir, 
He's a whelp they call a cur, 
That in Manger takes much box, 
Not Eat himſelf, nor let the Ox. F 
Little fubſy there you lie, | 
The Prieſt's the Dog, the Ox am I. | 
That your manners! (/trikes bim) how d'ye 
like it! | | | 
Saw. 
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av. By my. Captain's ſword and pike, it # ky . 


Is againſt the Salique Law, _ A 
Thbhat ſceptre wags in female Paw. 

Mal. Captain ſtrut without a'tizzy. © © 110? 
Sav. .Ma'am be Babyloniſh Miſſy. ati” 
Mad. March and lead tag-rag to battleQ. 
Saw. Giggle, ogle, leer and gig it. 7 
Mad. Powder, frizzle, and be wig it. 
Sav. Liſp and ſimper, ſneer and tattle. - 


9 ſtrutt, &c. 
Both. | Ma am be, Ke. 


Ambroiſe and a great wa a of the 4 0 * 
citizens and of the moſt reſpectable of he Tiers 
Etat {till endeavour to quiet the people, and diſ- 
arm the moſt deſperate; then form themſelves 


into order, and” propoſe to repair to-the Hotel 
de Ville to deliberate. 


AIR.—Ambroiſe, +» 


Each Champion for his Nation, 
_ All danger now defies ; 


Our wrongs in acclamation, 
In thunder, ſhall ariſe. 


And tho? we draw the ſword, 
Tis not to lead a faction; 
Our Country! that's the word, 


* 


To dignify the Action. 
Night coming on, many of the people have 
lighted torches. I.Exeunt. 
SCENE III. 


Inſide of the Baſtille.— A dark paſſage, 


The double doors are unlock'd, and grate up- 
on the hinges.— 
Enter 
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Enter the Governor, Lieutenant. de Roi, Exempts, 
Guards, Gaolers with bunches of keys, and Arnold 
_ with a bundle, The Governor tells that by the 
help of this, (taking a friat's dreſs out of the bun- 
dle) he hopes to have Henriette in his power, and 
revenge himſelf on her family. He aſſiſts Arnold 
to put on the. dreſs, pauſes, ſays that he'll make 
her father Count Clementin (now a priſoner in 
the Baſtille,) the inſtrument to draw her into the 
ſnare. [ Exit with Arnold. 


SCENE IV. 


Inſide of the Baſtille, an oftagonal Chamber of one 
F the Towers, marked with every circumſtance 
of horror agreeable. to deſcription ; double barr d 
windows bery high from the, floor, double Iron 
door in the back flat, the perſpective ſo contrived 
as to ſhew the thickneſs of. the Wall, by the ſpace 
between the two Doors.—In one corner a large 
Iron Cage. — A gloomy Lamp hanging in the centre 
of the room. A dreadful clanting of; chains, gra- 
ling of bolts, bars and hinges of Iron Gates. 


Enter Count Clementin, his head encloſed in an 
iron maſk, his dreſs tatter'd and wretchedly 
neglected, he ſeems in the deepeſt deſpair. 


AIR. Count Clementin. 


Author of good, a Sun thou'ſt giv'n, 
To all beneath the cope of Heav'n: 
Oh glorious orb! oh joy ſupreme! 
For ever loſt thy chearing beam; 
Ah what's to him Celeftial Light, D= 
Impriſon'd here in endleſs night. 

CHO- 


CHORUS or PxisONERS. 


(Suppoſed from their repetrive Dingo): 92 N 


Ah what's to us celeſtial light, pong! 
Impriſon'd here in endleſs night. | 


A ferocious Turnkey (after much voiſe of 


locking and unlocking 2 doors, and grating of 
hinges, &c.) enters with food, which the Count 
ſeems to loath. 


Exit Turnkey with the foo: 
The Count appears in extreme agitation of diſ- 
treſs.—Takes a ſilver plate and fork, looks round 
with caution and conceals them. 


AlR.— Count Clementin. 


From my lov'd wife, my babe juſt born, 
A huſband, a fond father torn, 
My anguiſh can I bear! 
This breaſt with Loyalty tho' fraught, - 
A Traitor to my Prince I'm thought; 
No comfort but deſpair. 


Chor. of Priſoners. No comfort but deſpair. 


My food 1s Joathſome, bed 1s hard, 
And chilling cold my ſtony ward ; 
Ungentle valets tend. 
Drop ſcalding tears corrode my face, 
Still fatal caſque my head embrace, 
My life ſorrows end, 


Chor. of Priſaners, Our grief with life muſt end, 


The flower may wither in its bloom, 
The lamp can waſte within the tomb, 
And fountains are exhal'd. 
My Senſes to my Griefs awake, 
Why ſtabborn heart refuſe to break, 
When even Hope has fail'd ? | 


Cor. of Priſeners, Why ſtubborn heart refuſe to break, + 


When even Hope has fail'd ? 
Du- 


LE GRENADIBR. 0 


208 LE GRENADIER; 5 


During the air re- enter Turnkey, at the back 
appears to be taking down the words. 8 


Enter the Governor, Guards, &c.— The Governor 
places himſelf between the door and Count Cle- 
mentin. The centinels at it are doubled. The 
Governor unlacks the Count's maſk, they fit 
and enter into converſation. A commiſſaire un- 
| ſeen by the Count takes down his anſwers, then 
puts the book in his pocket. The Governor ſees 

'a ring on the Count's finger, requeſts it with a 
mixture of politeneſs and ſervility; the Count 

appears to ſet the higheſt value on it, and can. 

not be prevailed on to part with it. The Go. 

vernor changes his manner, orders the Iron Cage 
forward, and commands two of the Guards to 
hold him ; then forces off the Ring, and claps 
the Maſk on, which he locks. The Count daſhes 
himſelf on the ground as overwhelm'd with an- 

uiſh, #5 | 
, Enter Arnold in the friars dreſs. —The Governer 
with great joy gives Arnold the Ring tells him 
to take it to Madame Clementine, who by that 
pledge will know her huſband lives, and will 
obey inſtructions, / [ Scene cloſes. 


SCENE V. 

A Room in Madame Clementine's Hoaſe, 
Madame Clementine, Dubois, Henriette, Mar- 
tin, Ambroiſe, Jaques, Thomas, and company 
diſcovered, ſupper over. Dubois and Henriette 
as bride and bridegroom. 4 


GLEE. 
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I ſee by your arch blinking, H, 
. You do the ſame,  - 
hay” Then can-you blame, . * 


My eyes fly rogue for winkin 5 
| While wine is $00d, >» _—_ 
- Youthful our blood. 
Gay friends be blithe and bonny ; 
__ While time is now in merry mood, 
Let's baniſh care if he intrude. 
Wich hey-nony nony. 
ee 
Pm giving to loving, love is my delight; 
I fee by your arch blinking, 5 
| Love's ſweet to you; : 
Elſe why archly woo ; N 
My eyes fon rogue in winking; . li | i 
From your bright lip, 4% 
Sweets tet me ſtp --. Tal 
As bees from flowers take _ | | * | 
We'll * and Riſa, and drink and fill, l 
And let leaſing burthen till, | . . 
Madame Clementine looks at Henriette with Fl. 
tenderneſs and concern, then at a whole length #h | 
portrait of a man, weeps, and ſeems to invoke it $M 
for a bleſſing on Henriette and Dubois. They 15 
| | 
. 


— 


look on it with reverence and affection, Dubois 

compares the face with Henriette's; and Madam 
Clementine expreſſes, by pointing to her widuow's = 
weeds, that tis her deceaſed Huſband, Hen- Wii 
riette appears to comfort her, - Mi 6-064 hi # Þ 1 
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Now mall the honeſt man.be — 1 
His bleed with Tinkers blenden; 
And let the villain be deſpis d, 
From Clovis tho” deſcended. | 
That fools ſhou'd rev'rence claim from blood, 
Fly hence the vile deluſion, 
He's truly noble who is good, 
And this 15 Conſtitution, 


+ necks abroad, when I was young, 
J got upon this hard head, | 
With little crofs on button bung, 
I was at home rewarded. 
* to make up for tides of blood, 
A patriot effuſion, 
I drink my own and eountry's gaod, 
And this is Conſtitution. 


Henriette propoſes a family dance—the ſeves 
rat domeſtics men ape maids are call'd in _ 


A BALLET, 


The. Dance auer, Enter Alice, (abruptly): an- 
nouncing a perſon to Madame Clementine, this 
raiſes the company's curioſity. [ Exit Alice. 

She re- enters introducing Arnold in his friar's 
dreſs, with actions ſuiting his aſſumed character, 
he delivers Madame Clementine the Ring: at the 
firſt fight of it ſhe's ſeized with aſhoniſhment; 
ſucceeded by joy, communicates the reaſon of 
it to the company—thezr ſuprize and pleaſure. 
— Henriette takes the ring, looks up at the por - 
trait, preſſes the Ring to her lips, and puts it on 
her finger. Arnold looks at the picture, points 
eee g. at that and the ring with ſeeming emo- 

tags of pleaſure.—Madame Clementine prepares 
with Henriette to accompany him, as/to+ meet 
the Count according to his directions; the rep 

o 
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of the company attempt to go with them — op- 
pos'd by Arnold's advice who takes off Madame 
Clementine and Henriette by the hand. ¶ Trent. 


— 


SCENE VI; 85 13 
Night, before Madame Clementine's Houſe. 


A Coach at a litttle diſtance, the Governor 
ſhews himſelf at the. windows of it, the four 
Guards and Exempts endeavour to hide them- 
ſelves ſtanding up cloſe to the wall; Madame 
Clementine's door opens. Enter from it Alice 


with a light, Arnold, Madame Clementine and 
Henriette. Arnold as by accident knocks the 


Candle out of Alice's hand, then with many 
apologies and ſeeming complaiſance, leads the 
Ladies to the Coach door, Henriette ſteps in- 
to the Coach, Madame Clementine following 
her—Arnold ſuddenly plucks her back; 

Enter Savelier, obſerves f]yly what is going 
forward, makes figns that he'll call the people 
to their reſcue. —T wo of the guards ſeize him, 
and thruſt him into the Coach, ſhut the door, 
and itep up behind; the Guards ſurround it, and 


it drives rapidly off. Madame Clementine 


ſwoons, Alice ſhricks. nter trom the houſe 
Dubois, Auſtin, Ambroite and company Alice 
in contuſion and tight tells the circumſtance 
Madame Clementine and all, much diſtreſs'd, 
Dubois enraged.— Tober without 
Enter Martin, Grenadiers, Citizens armed, and 
2 concourſe af people as to the demo'ithion of 
the Baſtille, Dubois hears this with joy, encou- 
EZ 2 18 Jages 
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rages them with ſpirit, examines their arms, finds 


them inſufficient for the - enterpriſe ; ex 
want of cannon.—Robert advances,” 
poſes to go to the Hotel des HAMA 


ff 
and pros 


Alk. — Dubois. 


Dear Paris, native city beſt belov'd, 


Forgive thy ſons-by hard oppreſſion mov'd ; 


Though tumults baniſh thy internal peace, 


Our Rights eſtabliſhed, then fierce clamours ceaſe 
March on! we do not draw the ſword, 
To ſheath it in our Country's breaſt ; 
But till her freedom is reſtor d, 
Oh never ſhall this arm have reſt. 


While Nature with a e hand, 
Has ſhower'd her bleſſings o'er our land, 


Ho ſmall alas! the poor man's ſhare ; 


'The Galling Yoke no longer bear.- | 

To keep us ſlaves the Great combine; 

And ſhake the laſh if we repine. 

Come on brave youths, let's ſtrike the blow, 
Our wrongs in py moment 
Shall let our haughty Tyrants know, 
The . are % Nation. 


[ Exeunt led 1 Re 


END OF THE SECOND PART. 
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SCENE I. 
Thfide of the Baſtille, 
EN TER Savetier groping his way.. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sav. What the devil! who's that? 
Bleſs me! 
It certainly maſt — 
Nobody 
Very odd! I 
Two pair of feet hear 
A Cat? 
A Rat? 
Toad or Lizard--- 
What's the matter ? 
Tho' nought before my eyes is 
My teeth chatter 
My hair upriſes 4 
And together knock my knees hard 
AIR. 


— 
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I've got into a * but how to get out 73 
Becauſe I don't know is a matter of oubt, 
Should the Governor find me, it runs in my head 
If my life he ſhould take, then its odds but I'm dead. 
My two pretty ears he'll cut off fo clean, 
But may be he'd leave my head flicking between 
For the good of my country myſelf I expoſe, 
And glory to follow---PU ollow---my noſe, 


And if I ſhould chanee to get into the air 
Of my fine dainty body he'll kindly take care, 
Leſt by a great fall I my little toe break, 
I think that he'll tie me up faſt by the neck 
Before the vile gibbet deprives me of life 
Like Brutus, or Cato I'll fall on my knife 
Il let out my heart's blood here on this cold ſtone; 
And I'll let rn n Tl let it alone, 


A ſmall door opens, Thr from it the Cover 
nor with a da Kk lantern leading in Henriette: Sa- 


vetier retires; the Governor forceably puts Hen- 


riettte in at another door, Savetier getting out of 


his way falls; the Governor liſtens ; Savetier 
ſneaks round the place crouching, ſtooping, greep- 
ing, and many ludicrous poſitions to conceal him- 
ſelf, mews like a cat, ſqueaks like a rat; the Go- 
vernor ſtill liſtening a d 

to conceal himſelf gets behind on, and (till as the 


Governor wolks about with the light Savetiet keeps 


behind, at length falling on his hands and knees 
the Governor ſuddenly ſtarting back ſtumbles over 
him, at firſt alarmed but fe es, puts the light to 
Savetiers face, who kneels beſeeching mercy ; the 
Governor pauſes, looks at the door where he had 
ſecreted Henriette and concluding that ſhe muſt 
have been ſeen by 28 determines to deſtroy 


him, 


looking about; Savetier” - 


h 
þ 
| 
{ 
{ 
| 
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kindneſs and encouragement deſires Savetier to ap- 
proach ; Savetier walking towards him, a trap- 
door ſuddenly opens under him, and he difappe 10 
the Governor expreſſes joy in felt- ſecurity. Going 

towards the room where he had placed Hentiaue, 


a noiſe without, he 'makes to the door he c came in 


at, blows out his light, and exit, haſtily, . 
| | Ys F 
| SCENE II. | b 


Dawn. —Befors the Hotel 4 Invalids. Te 0 ol 
" Invaligs on aka at the Gates. 


Enter Dubois, Martin, French ' Guards, Am- 
broiſe, Citizens, People. They demand entrance are 
obſtinately refuſed by the two Centinels who pre- 


ſent their bayonets: The Soldiers, &c. attempt 


to kill them, but are prevented by Dubois. 
Enter at the fide Robert haſtily, he tells his 


.comrades (the Centinels) how ill 2 had been uſed 


by the Royal Allemande —gives them national 
cockades, they put them in their hats, huzza, and 
admit Dubois, Soldiers, People, &c. into the Ho- 
tel. A party of Soldiers wait without to cover the 
entrance: Re-enter thoſe who went in, bringing 
out cannon, muſkets, and all kind of warlike 
ſtores: The ardeur of the old drummers, trum- 
peters and fifers whimſieally characteriſtic. 

| Shouts of © A bas la Baſtille,” 


A -A 4 


Too long we've to oppreſſion ſtoop'd 
Or lets be free or ceaſe to live ; | NI 
Sweet 


him, goes ſome paces back and with actions of - 
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Sweet lily that lo long hath droop'd Wb 


In glorious ſun-ſhine now revive : "eo 

| | Behold the lurking ſpider watch een 

— He ſpreads his cruel fangs. 5 5 oh 
The thou 2 fly in web to catch 60 
The inſect dies in pangs. | „ 


4. Let's drag the ſpider from his den 

5 The Baſtille is the web of men, 34 57 
The wretch that built yon manſion drear; 8 
Within it lang ain a mr year; Win 
When Phalaris the tyrant curſt | 1 
Of Brazen-bull much boaſted; -— V 
The artful maker was the ſirſt | 9 

Within his fine bull roalted.”, 


Dub. Now fell he tree whoſe lofty W 
| _ Hath hid its beauties i in the ſhade, 
Fame to the patriot brow decide 
The laurel that can never fade : 
Ihe noble theme with joy repeat 
Our cauſe ſhall with ſucceſs be crown'd 
. To rattling drums our hearts mall beat 
Our voices to the trumpet round: 3 3 
Che. "Down with bolts bars and iron door, 7 
The guiltleſs priſoner ſhall be free Tk 
Our cannon with tremendous roar, 
Shall join the cry of Liberty. 23 
LEreun. 


* 


SCENE M. 


Before the front Gates of the Baſtille : The two Draw 
bridges and Moats: On the one fide a few Houſes 
of the Fauxbourg St. Antoine, on the other the Go 
vernor's houſe. 


Enter down the Street Citizens beaded by Auſtin 
armed—they demand entrance; refuſed, they let 
fu e to the Governor's houſe, this ſoon extinguiſh'd, 


the draw bridge is let down; Lieutenant Du Roy 
| COmes 


r 
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comes over it bearing a White flag; Drum within 
beats a parley ; he invites the people in with cour- 
teous action ; Auſtin and many others croſs the 
Foſſẽ; the bridge is inſtantly raiſed and an ex- 
ploſion of cannon is heard within fucceeded by 
cries and groans; the People without are enraged 
to defperatiow at the Governors treachery. A 
cannon is fir d among them from the Baſtille, they 
run in diſorder to the other ſide; Robert points 
out danger in ſome brambles that appear on the 


Boulevard, cloſe by where they ſtand; They quit 


their ſtation, and a cannon ſhot is fired: from the 
thicket; The people then retire into the adjacent 
houſes with 8 and are ſeen at the 
windows, and on the tops, from whence they fire 
at the Invalids placed on the battlements, ramparts, 
and at the Embraffures of the Baſtille. | 
Enter down the Street St. Antoine, Dubois, 
Martin, Ambroiſe, Thomas, Jacques, Guards, 
Citizens, Women, Children, &c. with the cannon 
of the Hotel des Invalids, a white flag is ſeen 
hoiſted on à tower of the Baſtille, and at the 
inſtant a cannon is ſhot from ĩt down the Street St. 
Antoine. Dubois directs the Soldiers and pegs 
ple to play their cannon' againſt the gates of the 
Baſtille; they are batter'd' down, they then point 
againſt the chains of the draw-bridge which falls 
and they. paſs: by it over the firſt fo A hand- 
kerchief is ſeen to drop from a ſmall window of 
the Biſtille, and from a grated: aperture a ſilver 
plate falls; Dubois knows the handkerchief to be 
Heariet:e's, and Martin ſhews him the name of 
Count Clementin inſeribed on the plate; they 
return over the dra bridge with the gieateſt rapi- 
dity; Cannon continues playing, the Women aid 
Children ſerve them with ball, 
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-+7 ScENE 
 Infide of the Baſtille. © 


Enter the Governor, Pincemaille, Exempts, turn- 
keys, &c. much terrified :' the Governor in great 
diſtraction giving confuſed orders to his officers, 
They run about in terror. The noiſe without 
increaſes. The Governor goes off with emotions 
of deſpar. [Exeunt all. 
Enter from a chamber Henriette, frightened. 
The noiſe ſtill encreaſing—She ſeized with diſmay 
and terror falls on her knees and turns her eyes 
to heaven in fervent prayer. LIES. 
Enter from another chamber in a flow and 
| ſolemn pace, Count Clementin. His iron maſk 
on. He approaches Henriette. - She turns ſud- 
denly, and at the ſight of him ſhrieks and ſwoons, 
he gently raiſes her. She revives, he takes off 
his maſk, ſhe ſhews the ring, they , recognizing 
each - other for father and daughter, are ſtruck 
with ſurpriſe and affection. She kneels to him, 
he tenderly embraces her. The noiſe without now 
approaching, he takes her by the hand, and haſtily 


4 


leads her to an adjoining room. 
Enter in wild tumult of fury Dubois, Martin, 
Ambroiſe, ſoldiers, citizens, people, &c. All 
hurry from place to place, killing the guards, 
forcing keys from the jailors, opening the cham- 
bers and dungeons, releaſing the priſoners, and 
bringing out and diſplaying the ſeveral inſttu- 
ments of torture. a | 
Enter Madelaine, Pere Anthony, Prieſts, women, 
children, &c. &'c. The old Count de Lorge 
brought from his cell much emaciated, his beard 
very Iong, filled with joy and wonder * can 

45 | carce 
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ſcarce bear the light. Many of the people re- 


cognize in the priſoners their former friends 
and relatives. Dubois runs precipitately from 
cell to cell in ſearck of Henriette. Opens a 
dungeon ſhaped like a cone reverſed, from wherice 


Acorn aſcends, but unable to ſtand, falls: 
mutual joy: Acorn pointing to the place of his 
confinement ſhows the ſituation his feet were in. 


The fight of the unhappy pris'ners and various 
implements of torture rouſe the indignation of the 
multitude high againſt the Governor, and many 


diſperſe ſeveral ways in ſearch of him with ſhouts | 


of vengeance, - + | 

Dubois, Ambroiſe, Martin and their friends 
continuing their ſearch for Henriette, Dubois 
diſcovers Arnold in his friars dreis, they drag 
him forth from his concealment, he falls on his 
knees, implores far mercy. Dubois drawing 
demands where Henriette's ſecreted. She enters 
haſtily, runs to Dubois, who quitting Arnold, 
claſps her in his arms. ä 3 

Enter Madame Clementine, and from the room 
adjoining. Count Clementin with his maſk in his 
hand. Madame Clementine ſeized with aſtoniſh- 
ment and joy at finding her huſband. Each 
character tull of rapture and congratulation. 


Savetier's voice is heard at ſome diſtance under- | 


neath, All ſurprized liſten. The voice ſeems 
nearer, The different characters liſten at ſeveral 


pa'ts of the ground from whence they think the 


voice proceeds. It ſeems to come from wider 
where Ambioiſe ſtands. He jumps aſide. Made- 
laine laughs, and the voice is heard near her, ſhe 
teaps aſide frightned. Dubois runs to the place. 
Liſtens. Searches, and pulls up a ſtone diſcover- 


ing the circular entrarice of a ſuhtettaneous paſſ- 


F F 2 : agc, 
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age. Savetier cries-loud from below, they with 
difficulty help him out. He very much foil'd 
runs about in frantic joy embracing every body, 
parciculacly Madelaine. Shouts of triumph 
AMAOUDG: os | "Hs TED 
Euter citixens, ſoldters, Sc. dragging on the 
governor. He proſtrates himſelf in an agony of 
grief and remorſe, weeps and beſeeches their 
compaſſion. They tear off his badges of honour, 
he throws himſelf into the arms of Dubois for 
Protection, who touched with pity weeps, but 
recovering his fortitude firmly. acquaints him 
that juſtice for his treaſon to the people demands 
bis life, and all huiry him off for the place de 
Greve. en e , hh 


SCENE LAST. 

Place de Greve View of the Hotel de Ville. 
Pincemaille, 'The Governor, Arnold, and other 
unpopular Characters led to execution, the for- 
mer with a halter of ſtraw round his neck, and a 
bunch of thiſtles hanging down his breaſt, the 
trophies conſiſt of large locks, keys, bolts, bars, 
chains, the iron maſk, and other inſtruments of 
torture, ſuſpented on poles. 1 

The Stage clear. Grand Proceſſion.—in which 
Dubois, «8 having firſt mounted the Breach, at 
the D-ſtruction of the Baſtille, is carried in 
Triumph. | 5 
AlR— Ambroiſe, and Choxvs. 
Suſpended high above his reach, | 

Was hung this civic crown, 


With glory fired he mounts the breach, 
And plucks the trophy down, 
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teful cou ves, Dres a 
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Who in her cauſe def] ring del“ 
In honour ever 


No intereſt in the land had he, 
Our good was all he — 
And for our rights, for 6 
Alone the Hero fought. 


Cho, Suſpended high above lis reach, | 
Was hung the civic crown, | * 1 5 
With glory fired he mounts the WR 
And plucks the nu un. 


Enter Count Clementin, Madame Clementine, 
Henriette, Acorn, c. Dubois deſcends, and 
_ _— DO the Count Joins their 

ands. | 


FINA LE. 


Savetier. 


To ſettle all our new diſputes, 
Let's to the tavern gang man, | 
We'll drink and fing, and burn our boots, 
But firſt we'll hang the hangman, 


 RECITATIVE—Ambroiſe. 


At Satans fell beheſt, uproſe thoſe hated walls, 
Now at an Angels voice the curſed fabric 1851 


Martin, 


Juſtice 3 in awful ftate has claim'd kari own, 
Diſplaced the Fury, that uſurp'd her throne, 
Deſpotic power ſhall wear a robe no more, 
The iron bald her ſword mnſt now reſtore. 


Count 
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Count Clementin—RECITATIVE, Accompanied. 
Nor at the great event, ſhall we alone rejoice, 


Man, born free! ſo ſhould remain, tis natures gene- 
ral voice. LI 8 | 


Dubois. 
Let every heart with rapture glow, 
For a joyful moments near; 
Tho? from the eye, that fount of woe, 
The pallid cheek, drank up the tear: 
That eye ſhall beam a living ray. 
That cheek ſhall bloom the roſe of May, 


CHORUS. 


Every heart with rapture glow, 
For a joyſul moments near. 


Ambroſe, 
(To thoſe Releaſed from the Baftile.) - 35 


From the Dark Dungeon's hideous gloom, 
Of the free ſoul the loathsome tomb, 
From ſolitude and pain and ſtrife, 
Immerge toall the joys of life. 


DUET—Dubois and Henriette, 
(To Count Clementine. 


Come view the beauties of the year, 
The fragrance of the flowers inhale, 
And while the lark floats on the pale, 
His liquid notes ſhall charm thine ear. - 


Henriette, 


To long loſt love and friendſhip ſweet, 
Let meeting hearts with rapture beat, Ph 
An 
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And ſocial interchange of mind, 
And ſmile benign, and converſe kind. 


Launch into the world, new born, 
And hail with ſong, this bleſſed morn ! 


CHORUS. 


Reviſit the glad world, new born, 
And hail with ſong, this bleſſed morn, 


THE END, 
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. 
SCENE I. 
A Hall, ——Horn ſounds. 


Enter Di6Gorxv, meeting FRanx, Diccory cars 
rying a diſh of cold beef, and a tantard. A foot- 
man following Fxaxx with a tea-board, 


FRANK, 


Me. DIGGORY, your maſter's up; I hear his 
Orn. | : | 

Dig. Aye, Maſter Frank, I've got his break- 
faſt here, x 

Frank, Beef and porter! his ſtomach is deli- 
cate this morning. EE 

Dig. Why, yes, he's always a little puny after 
a night's hard drinking. Aye, about a pound 
and half, or ſo, will make him eaſy till near two, 


and then-.-- (bell rings.) if 
G * Frank. 
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Frank. Ha! I think my maſter's a little im- 


patient too for his breakfaſt. _ 
Foot. Shall I take up the things, Mr. Frank ? 
Frank. *Sdeath ! what do you wait here for? 


Fly ! 11 imagined 1 you had left em above this ma 


hour. 
Foot. Why I thought= _ 
Frank. You thought! Ah! this thinkiag is 


the ruin of us. Now if you wou'd not theak. 
but do as you are deſired, it would make— |} 


Foot. I ſuppoſe a man may have leave, 
Frank, No converſation, I beſeech you: (bell 


rings.) Have you any ears ? 


Foet. J have, and hands too, and that you 


ſhall find ſome time or other.—Takes more airs 
upon himſelf than the maſter ! ¶ Half afide, and 


exit with the tea things. ] 
Frank. The impertinence and freedom of theſe 
ſcoundrels is abſolutely intolerable. _ 
Dig. Who ſhould he make free with, if he 
can't with his fellow ſervants ? 
Frank. Fellow ſervants, Mr. Diggory | Do you 
make no difference between a ſervant m livery, 


and a gentleman' s gentleman? In the country, 


I ſuppoſe, it's © hail fellow well met ;” but here, 


fir, we are delicate, nice, in our diſtinctions; 
for a valet moves in a ſphere, and lives in a 


ſtile as ſuperior to a footman, as a Pall-mall groom 
porter to the marker of a tennis-court, 

Dig. For certain, fir, we valet-de-ſhams are 
grand fellows ; but you'll fee more of that when 
I get on my new regimen—lI mean my new liver; 
—pſha! my new clothes, I mean. Did you 
breakfaſt, fir? 

Frank. Yes, I've had my chocolate. 

* Do take one flice of beef. 

Frank, 


= TT 
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Frank. What a vulgar breakfaſt ! beef ſhock- 
in 
Hr. 1 know as te that, Sir, burlhave heard 
baby was Queen Elizabeth's breakfaſt ; and, if 
that's the cate, I think it's enough for 1 

Frank. But isn't that for your maſter ? 

Dig. O, I'll leave enough for he, tt war- 
rant. (bell rings) 

Frank.” That muſt be for me, Mr. Diggory. 
Serviteur! _ Exit. 

Dig. How e he looks 1 m his maſter's old 
clothes! 


* 


' Enter Tim TickLE. 


Tic. Ha, Diggory | the London air agrees 
with you. I find; kzep working, lad; firong 
beer is our ſtream of life, and in good beef lies 
the marrow of an Engliſh conftitution—that's 
in the genteel way. (born ſounds) 

Dig. I muſt follow the found of the horn. 

LE with beef, finging, 


Re-enter Pen, | 


Frank. Mr. Tickle, ſeveral perſons are wait- 
ing below for Mr. Lumpkin, and they alk to 
ſee you. 

Tic. Perſons |! 


Frank Yes, ſir; there are tailors, ſhoemak- 


ers, milliners, perfumers, dancing-maſters, mu- 
ſic-maſters and boxing maſters, 
Tic. I'll be with them in a pig's whiſper ! 
Frank, What a catiff for a gentleman's tutor! 
O! he's ſhocking! 
Exit. 
Tic. 
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Tic. Aye! now how could he do without. 
me? If he wants a coat cut in the kick, who 
can ſhew him? I—A taſty nab? Why'Tim,— 
Handſome pumps? I know the go. If he'd 
have a tune from his muſicy-maſter, a thruſt from 
his puſhing-maſter, a ſtep from his dancing-maſ. 
ter, or a ſquare from his boxing-maſter, I'm the 
boy that can ſhew him life in the genteel way. 


| Enter D1660kv. 

Dig. Maſter Tickle, the ſquire wants you. 
Tic. I ſtir. 8 

Dig. I'll tell him fo. WS [Exit. 
Tic. They can do nothing without me. To- 
ny Lumpkin's nobody without Tim Tickle. I'll 
go—no— 1 think I'll ſtep firſt and give my bear 
his breakfaſt; poor ſoul! many a good one he 
has got me; aye, and may again for aught I 
know. The ſquire's good at a | promiſe, that's 
certain; but what's a promiſe? Pye-craſt. I'd 
no more depend upon a gemman's promiſe, than 
] would upon a broken ſtaff, or a candidate for 


the county after he had gained his election. 


oo 


SCENE II. 
A Chamber. 


JonevIL diſcovered in @ morning undreſs, FRANK 
attending with chocolate. | 


Jon. Frank, has your lady quitted her apart= 


ment. | 
Fr ank 0 
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Frank. Yes, ſir, I think I heard Mrs. Laven- 
der ſay—Ob, fir, here is my lady. [ Exit. 


Enter Mrs. JoweyiL and LAVENDER. 


Jan. Good morning to you, madam. , _, 
Mrs. Jan. Thank you, Sir. Lavender, give 
thoſe cards to Pompey, and deſire him to de- 
liver them agreeable to their addreſs. . I have an 
immenſity of viſits, but muſt pay them this mor- 
ning in paper; or, Shock, you dear polite toad, 
will you take the chair, and be my repreſenta- 
tive to the ladies? (to a lap-dog, which Lavender 
carries under her arm.) . [ Exit Lavender. 
Oh, my head! ſuch a night ! Mr. Jonquil, when 
did you break up at the tnaſquerade ? . 
7on. I fancy, my dear, 'twas five. 
Mrs. Jon. 1 might as well have accompanied 
you there, for I counted the clock till four. A 
maſquerade to this houſelaſt night, was a Quaker's 
meeting. Such a noiſe aud uproar ! 
Jon. Uproar!— What was the matter? 
Mrs. Jon. Only your couſin Tony holding his 
nocturnal revels. | | 
Jon. Tony! So, fo, twas here he came, 
when he ſlipped from me at the Pantheon. 
Mrs. Jon. Yes, here he came indeed; and 
ſuch a ball as he held with the bear and the ſer- 
vants, and the mob out of the ſtreet, I believe! 


Enter LAVENDER. 


Lav. Madam, I'm ſorry I'm obliged to com- 
plain of a ſervant, but don't blame me ma'm ; 


but indeed there's no ſuch thing as living in the 
houſe, | # 


Mrs, 


— 
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Mes. Jon. What is all this ? ; 

Lav. Why ma' am, Mr. Diggory, -Squire Lamp. 
| kin's man, ran into your ladyſhip's dreſſing- room, 
and ſnatched your cold cream off the toilet. 
Jon. Ha! ha! ha! what in the name of deli. 
cacy could Diggory want with the cold cream ? 

Lau. He. ſaid it would do to oil his Wigs oP 

Jon. Ha! hal ha! 

Mrs. Fon. Nay, but Mr. Jorg, this is * 
yond bearing. I'll affore you Pll-— * yy 

Jon. Come, my dear, don't be diſcompoſed, 
*rwill ſoon be at an eng. \T Exit. Lavender, 
Let me ſee what-time his mother propoſes to be 
in town, for 1 think ſhe ſays ſhe' take a houſe 
for him. I have her letter here. I wiſh he was 
in a houſe of his own, from my foul, for in 4 
_ fortnight I ane not know mine from a cartier g 
inn. 

Mrs. Jon. What gives me moſt angular amaze- 
ment is, that you chuſe to be ſeen' in public with 
him. 

Jon. 1 grant that he 1s not the moſt eligible 
companion for a man of faſhion : but at a maſ- 
querade I was ſafe from cenſure, for every body 
imagined the uucouthneſs of his appearance, and 
ruſticity of his manners, merely the effect of his 
imitative genius. The company thought his be- 
haviour all aſſumed, put on pour Poccafion ; for 
he threw off his domino, and I'll aſſure you, 
ſimple nature got him infinite reputation. He 
gaped at the maſks, roared moſt ſtentoriouſly 
diſcordant with the muſick; overſet the pyra- 
mids, pocketed the ſweetmeats, broke the glaſſes, 
made love to an Arcadian dairy maid, tripped 
up the hecls of- a harlequin, beat a hermit, who 


happened 
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| haj ppened to be a captain of the guards, d gave | 
a hithop a black ee. 
| Mrs. Jon. But his mother's epiſtle ; L anguiſh ö 
to hear it. | 
Fon. I aſk your pardon, here it is. (ke out 4 
letter and reads.) 


« Dear Coufin, | 

e In the bearer of this, I LR to your 
« care and friendſhip my dear fon Tony. I'll 
<« aſſure you, couſin, | — with your help will 
e make a bright man, as he's already humour- 
« ſome and comical, I ſhall be in town myſelf 
« in about a fortnight, or three weeks, and then 
« [ intend taking a houſe for him, in ſome airy, 
ce rpm Trop . ſomewhere near Duke's 
Place, as I'd have him near the King's Palace, 
«© No more at preſent from your loving coufin, 

„ DokoTHEA HARDCASTLE. 

« P. 8. Mr. Hardcaſtle's and my love to 
te couſin Emilia. I requeſt you'll take Tony ta 
“ Sadler's Wells, as I'm fate he'll like operas.” 

(A horn ſounds without, 

Mrs. Jon, Bleſs me, what's that ? 

Jon. Oh, that's Tony's ſummons for his man; 
he ſays he hates the ringing of bells, therefore has 
invented that polite ſub itute. 

(Tony calls without, 

Tony. Hollo, Diggory, hollo, | 

Jon. Oh, here he comes. 

Tony. ( without.) Hollo! flap up the bear. 

Mrs. Jon, Heaven deferid us, ſure he won't 
drive in a bear here. 

Jon. No, no, my dear, don't be alarmed. 

Tony. (without.) Come along, Bruin. 

VOL. 1. HH Enter 


L 1 


TONY LUMPKIN IN TOWN: © 


Euter Tony LUMPKIN-. af 
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Come i in; I long to introduce Bruin to my re. 
lations. Couũin Milly, will you ſee the bear, 
ma'am, if you pleaſe? _ 

Mrs. Fon. Bear, oh, heavens! [Emi baßih. 

Tony. Couſin Milly's very timberſome, ſure; 
Bruin is a mighty civil beaſt; why he's as gen- 
tle as the good-natured lion in the Tower, that 
let's the dog lie in his den with him. 1 

Jon. I don't entertain a doubt of his polite- 
neſs or 8 nature; but you'll eternally ogy 
me by ſending him down. | 

Tony, Now would it oblige you in downright 
earneſt, 

Fon. Beyond meaſvre. PE! 

Tony. Tim, walk Bruin down again: bid 
him firſt make his honours at the door tho, 
Come here—only, couſin, look,—only look at 
him. Servant, Sir ; why he learned among the 
grown gentlemen at  Hatton-garden. Ah do 
now let him in, and he, and I, and you, will 
dance the hay. He's muzzled! Tim, an't he 
muzzled ? | 

Tim. (without.) Yes, Sir. 


Tony. Oh! then there's no danger; you ſee he 4 


cou'dn't bite you, if he had a mind; he can 
only ſcratch you a little. 
Fon. Gads curſe, but Pm not diſpoſed to be 
ſcratcted this morning. 
' Tony. Oh! very well; any other time. Only 
ſay ho word, and Bruin's the boy tor it, Slap 
him down lad, 
Jen. J wilh the * — you and him toe 
gether, 
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gether. Such a fellow !—Mr. "PR PER have 
you a fancy for this houſe? Fl 
Tony, Anan? 

Jen. I ſay, do you like this houſe? 

Tony. Like it? for certain I do. 

Jon. Then to you and the bear, I muſt abo 
Jutely reſign it. 

Tony. I thank you for your kind offer ; but if 
you were to give me your houſe, and your pye- 
balds. and your viſee vie, I would not thank 
you; becauſe them that give all, give nothing 
at all, But indeed if you'd let me bring in 
a little queen with me ſome time or other, 
unknown to couſin Milly, you'd make me as 
happy as a king. 

Jon. Oh, fie !. 

Tony. Oh, fie! Baw! ſhake hands! Why 
don't you get drunk ſometimes ? It's mighty 
pleaſant! Ay, and very wholeſome once 2 
week. Dr. What-C'ye-call-um ſays ſo, in the 
book that lies in my mama's window: what ſay 
you to a bout, couſin, ha? 

Jon. Excuſe me; drinking is, in my opinion, 
the moſt ſavage and barbarous method, that 
ever brutality invented, to murder time and in- 
_— 

Tony. by jingo, then mama is the firſt time- 
killers within ten miles of Quagmire Marſh : Oh! 
ſhe loves a ſup dearly. 

Jon. For ſhame ! Mr, Lumpkin. 

Tony. Oh ! take me, it's all in the genteel 
way, tho'; for my mama always ſipp'd her cor- 
dial out of a tea-pot ; and then, before folks, it 
was only a drop of cold tea, you know. 

Fon. Ha, ha, ha! 

Tony, Ay, and Couſin Con, Miſs Nevill, that 


* 
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Was eourting me, uſed to drink like a glaſs» 
blower, all in the ſentimental way, Over 3 
Jove-ſtory book, ſhe and my mama would read 
and ſip till it eame out of their eyes. Sure Couſin 
Con was in love with me; Oh ! how ſweetly. 
ſhe'd kiſs me after 2 chapter of Mildmay, and a 
twilt of the t 
© Pon. Yes, yes, what I've. always in 
curſe me! if there's a woman in the world eaſier 
had, than the die- away romantic novellift, 
Tony. How fine I tell les! he fwallows' them 
like ſyllabub. (a/d. 

Jon. But you gave me the flip laſt night,” at 

the Pantheon; why did not you wait for ops 
r? 

| 2 Why, I love m y ſupper per as well as an 

beds, eſpecially after a — s hunting; becauſe 

then we have ſomething wo talk of. But the 

fnug way for my money; and we had our own 

gig here at home; I never faw the bear fo 

ai 

F But what think you of the ſplendor of 

the Pantheon? Is'n't it the temple of elegance? 

an Olympus Hall, worthy the Gods to revel 

in? 

Tony. Gods do you call em? I took ſome of , 
*em for raſcals. A fool of a fellow would have 
it, that I was a lady; now I am ſure I have not 
a bit of the lady about-me, except the ſoftneſs of 
my voice, but the monkey was a macaroni; 
and thoſe beanx, I fancy, make as much uſe of 
a woman, as they do of a ſword; they keep 
both merely for ſhew. Oh, now I talk of that 
by jingo, I ſaw a power of fne ſhews 8 
o'top of Ludgate-hill. 
Jon. Shews? 


Tony. 
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Teny. Ay, E believe I've ſeen all the fineſhews 
now ; aye, and Magog, St. Paul's and the 
Tower, and the hight poſt near the * / 
that's going to fall upon the nei 33 
and ['ve ſeen a hanging, and a on fire; 


and I paid a halfpenny to walk over the Thames 
at Blackfriars ; and I eat calves-head turtle, op- 


poſite the Bank; and ſaw Lord Thin e's 
fine coach, and the Lilliputian Pa 
and the Stock-brokers on Change; the mad 


folks in Bedlam, and the actor-folks at the 
Play-houſes; one of the play men at What-d'ye- 
call-it play-houſe was very fike yOu, — 

Jon. But, Mr. Lumpkin, I imagine tis time 
for you to begin to dreſs; ſome of the Scavoir 
Vivre and Dilettante dine with me to-day, and 
you'll be a precious exhibition. (aſide.) 2 

Tony, Ay, ay, Vil be as fine as the ſheriffs 
| horſe, by-and-by. $9 


Enter D1660xy, 


(In a new livery ; ſtruts aukwardly acroſs the Stage. 
Tony leads him by the arm back to the door.) 


Get out ! ' | 

Dig. Why, ſure, Squire, you'll be proud 
enough yourſelf of your new cloaths when you 
get into them. NL 4 

Tony. Yes, but there's ſome difference between 
the miller and his dog. Pray know your diſtance, 
and I defire, Diggory, you'll never dare to be ſo 
ſuperſtitious with me, before company 

Dig. Well, I won't, 

Tony. You won't ?—l think you might call 

| : Me, 


A 
. 
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me, my honour; and not waſte. ben of m 
manners. 
Dig. If that's the caſe, there $ all kinds of 
tradenfolks, and ingenous learners, of all bes, 
waiting below for My Honour. | 
Tony. Your honour, it's my honour, they 


want. 
Dig. Vil tell them ſo, Sir ; my—your honour, 


Tony Well, now, nin In go; e wee, 
Jon. Sir, Mr. Lumpkin, I have a trifling re- 


queſt to make. / 
Ti y. What is it? I'll give you any thing you 


alk. 
Jon. That you will dreſs with all poſlible cele- 
rity ; for I languiſh to ſee you one of us. 

Tony. Hollo, for lace and powder. Hollo, 
Diggory ; hey, for grandeur—yoics—hark for- 
ward, taylors, milliners, and glorious haber- 
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daſhers ! hollo, hollo ! Exit. 

Jon. Makes more noiſe than a kennel of 

3 [ Exit, 
SCENE III. 1 


An Antichamber. 


Several TRADESPEOPLE, and Tim TickLE, 
diſcovered. 


Tic. He will, I ſent his man to tell him. 
Tay. Greatly obliged to you, Sir. 
Tic. You are fo, if you kew all; but, for my 


2008 word, Squire Jonquil wou'd have 5 
on- 
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lor. 
3 1 


Nj Dicconx. | 


Dig. He's coming pray fit down, gentle- 
men, 17 as cheap ting as ſtanding. 

Tic. Diggory, keep your own. ſtation. I da 
all in the gentleman-uſher way, d'ye ſee; be- 
cauſe why, I know the genteel thing ; but take 
me neighbours, I don't want you to ſtand, d' ye 
mind me; only, Diggory, your encroaching | 
upon my compartment, is juſt as tho'f, as how, 
as if my bear was to ſnath my hurdy-gurdy out 
of my hand, and pok'd me till I moved a horu- 

ipe. 
« Dig, For certain, that would not be manners; 
but1 was only 
Ac. Say no more! you're an ignorant man, 
and you a" t know the e thing. 6 


Enter Tos 1. 


Tony. Hey, for grandeur, lace and powder? 
which of you is my taylor ? | 

Tay. I'm the man, Sir. 

Tony. Have you my clothes, Mr. Taylor ? 

Tay. Here they are, Sir, and a more faſhion- 
able ſuit never hung upon the ſhoulders of an 
Ambaſſador, 

Tony, Tim, do they fit me? 

Tic. Quite the kick, 

Tay. But won't your honour try them on ? 

Tony. No, it's too much trouble. I make 
Tim try on all my new clothes for me. 

Shoe. Your thoes, Sir. . 2 
Tony, 


Monſieur Frippery, the new faſhion French 1 TI 
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TDpmy: Blick fattin, beautiful! ah, Tim, tf 
had my filver Artois buckles here! 
(Dr. Minum ſings n 
Ia Hey! wint merry fellow's this? Get 
along, boys, leave your goods, and ſend: your 
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bills to Tim. Erxeunt tradeſmen. 
Here, Diggory, lay my clothes ready. 

Ei Diggory with b the clothes 

Euter FRAXK. | Ps 


Hau. Doctor Minum, Sir. [Er Frank, 


Enter Docronx Minus, fr inging. 


Dact. (ings) Tol de rol, loll. Gentlemen, 1 
aſk ten houlng pardons: I thought Mr, Jon- 
quil had been here; but if I don't "miſtake, Mr. 
Lumpkin, I preſume, (zo Tic.) 

Tic. You're wrong tight boy; that there's the 
Squire; I'm Tim Tickle his tutor. 8 

Doct. Sir, I'm very glad to fee you well. 

Tony. That's a lie, if you're a right doctor, and 
know I've got fifteen hundred a year, (Aide. 

Doct. If your auricular organs be happily hu- 
maniz'd to the celeſtial ſcience of harmony, from 
your affinity to a gentleman of Mr. Jonquil's 
taſte, you may command my afliſtance: 

Tony. Oh, I'm not long enough in London ta 
ſtand in need of a doctor. 

Tic. No, d'ye fee, lad, we want no doctors 
nor poticaries yet. I don't know how long we 
may remain ſo. 

Def. * pardon, gentlemem—but, I fan- 


ene 


Tony, 
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Ic. Did you know Jack Sling, tlie horſe 
doctor? | | | | f Ne | | 

Doe. Entirely unacquainted with any of the 
faculty; but under favour; there's a trifling 
miſtake in this overture to our acquaintance. 
Give me leave to inform you, gentlemen, I am 
not one of the preſcribing performers, who con- 
vey this human inſtrument, the body, to its 
mortal caſe, by pill, bolus, or draught; but I 
ſhift the ſoul above the ſtars, in ſounds ſeraphic, 
by minum, crochet, and quaver: And pleaſe 
to obſerve, that tho' I am a doctor, I've no more 
{kill in the materia medica than an advertiſing 
quack; I am a profeſſor of muke, and com- 
poſer of original pieces, in that elegant and 
mellifluous (cience ; and, to oblige my friends, 
a ſelect ſett of the firſt rank and dictinction, I in- 
ſtru& on the violin. BLESS 

| Tony: Then ten to one, but you know how to 
play the fiddle. | 
Doct. I'd venture to accompany you in that 
bett. ä | ed) 

Tony. Zounds man, could not you fay at once 
that you were a fidler, and not come round about 
us with ſuch a circumbendibus ? +] 

Dog. Fiddler, in the name of Orpheus! Eh! 
what! fiddler ? allow me, Sir, a da capo to my 
own introduction? N 

Tic. A what? 

Doct. Three bar reſts, if you pleaſe, Sir; Iam 
{urpriz'd you can be ſo much out of tune, gen- 
tlemen. I am one of the conoigſcenti—have had 
the honour to be balloted a member of three ſe- 
lect private concerts, compoſed of perſons of the 
firſt rank, aye the Alto Primo of taſte—had the 
refuſal of the band of Carlſle Houſe—led 
„ 11 for 
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for five! ſeaſons at Vayxhall—had fome 
thoughts of purchaſing the gardens myſelf—1 
have compoſed twe oratorios, ten ferenatas, 


three ſets of overtures, concertos for Signor Flo- 


rentini's violoncello, ſongs for the Capricci of 
Palermo, and ſolos for Madam Sermont's violin, 
grand ballets for Signor Georgettini, Signora 
Caperini, Signora Baccini, Signora — / 

Tic. Damn your Signioras and your Sig niors, 
your Inis and Winis; can vou play, Water 
Parted, or eber that s the genteel 
thing. 

Tony. Oh, mayhap they're too hard for him. 
Give me your hand; I — a fiddler, becauſe 
one may make him play till he's tir'd, give bim 
a ſhilling, then kiek him down lair—Bo, dine 
with me to-morrow. 

Dact. I'll promiſe you any thing, to get from 
you to day. (afide.) I ſhall poſitively do myſelf that 
honour, fir, 

Tony. That's a good fellow; but bring your 
fiddle — oh your coat, will you? you ſhall have 
as much liquor as you can carry, _ 

Def. You're ſuperlatively good, fir. 

Tony. The devil a better--- You ſhall hear Tim 
Tickle touch up his hurdy-gurdy. N 

Doc. Oh, fir! 

Tony. You ſhall ſee the bear dance too. 

Docs. That mult be fine indeed ! 

Tic. Why, it's the genteel thing ; Squire will 
have the duleimer man. 

DoF. Ah, Caro Divino! we hall have a de- 
lighiful concert. I ſhall certain ly attend you, gen- 
tlemen ; but a moſt particular engagement obli- 
ges me to d:prive myſelt of the felicity of your 
company at preſent. 

Tony. 
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Tony. Hold, hold, doctor; you muſt pF vs 4 
raſp before you go; Tim, fetch me the fiddle out 
of the next room; couſin Fees Was playing on 
it juſt now. 

Tic. I ſtir. | (Bis 

Doc. Oh, heavens. (afide | 

Tomy. You will give us a 8 ha, boy ? 

Doct. Oh, ſir! (bows) how ſhall 1 get out of 
this N ? (aſide.) 

ny. (capering before a glaſs) Ay, do you find 

fiddling ; ; I'll find dancing. 

Dot. ( ftealing towards the door) Andante, An- 
dantino, Piano, Pianiſſimo, Allegro, Preſto ! 
(Runs V. 


Re-enter TickLE with a Violin. 


Tic. Here's the coal box, Doctor; what! he 
has borrowed himſelf ! 

Tony. Gone !---yoics---hollo, fiddler, hollo ! 
( Running out ts met by FRANK) Where's this fid- 
dler? 

Frank, Fiddler, fir ! oh, Doctor Minum, I 
ſuppoſe, you mean; lord, fir, he flies as if twenty 
Dutch concerts were in the wind. 

Tony. The next time I catch the raſeal, I'll 
make him play for me, and kick him all the 
while. 

Frank. But, fir, my maſter's compliments, 
and wiſhes you'd pleaſe to get dreſſed; it's now 
cloſe upon three. ( Looks at his watch and exit.) 

Tic. The fellow has got a tatcler, {ſtrike him 
* (aide) 

. Zounds! I wiſh I cou'd get a watch, 
that 50 figures of it were not in letters; I never 
can know what a clock it is, by the X's and the 5 
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and 1 1 1 wiſh I could get a. watch with the 
figures in figures upon it. | 


Tic. Squire, that's becauſe you know how to 
cypher, No 


Tony. I ſuppoſe ſo---Hollo, Diggory, my n new 
elothes; and then for grandeur, lace and powder--- 


H * hollo, | {Exeunt, 


END QF THE FIRST ACT, 
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ax SCENE I. : 
A Dreſſing Room. 


Mrs. Joxqu1L at her Toilet, and Lavxxorx, 
attending. 


Mus. Joxv aum. 


Ha! ha! ha! Indeed, Lavender, I think fo too 
but where is the ſavage now ? 

Lav. Ma'am, I fancy by this time he's almoſt 
transformed into a very fine gentleman. He' gone 
to dreſs. _ 

Mrs. Jon. Dreſs ! Ah! his native ruſticity is 
invincible to the powerful combination of art and 
elegance. His tutor a bear dancer, you tell me; 
ha ! ha! with ſuch a pupil a bear- leader we muſt 
grant him. 

Lav. Ma'am, be has brought this Mr: Tickle 
purpoſcly to London with him, to ſhew him taſte 
and high life in the genteel way as he ſays. PA 

| | | a 
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Mrs. Jon. Yes, caſte and gentility at a Sunday 
tea-garden, and high life at the top of * Pauls. 


. 


Enter TickLE and PAINTER. 


Tic. Come, maſter Painter, come along; this 
way, | believe, we can take a ſhort cut to the 
_ *Squire's room. | 

Mrs. Jon. Who are theſe ? what's the matter ? 

Tic. Only going to quarter the ground. 

Lav. Fye, Mr. Tickle! what buſineſs have 
you here? and why would you bring fellows into 
my lady's apartment? 

Tic. Fellows ! why, ma'am, this is Jack Rad- 
dle, the ſign-painter. Why it was this here Jack 
that painted the Three Jolly Pigeons at . 
marſh, down in our parts. 

Paint: Yes, and the Saracen's Head Tim, 
Lav. Come, come, get you along out of this, 
with your jolly pigeons, ; 

Tic Get out ! Strike me plump ! is that your 
manners, ma'am ? + 

Lav. Go, man ? pray take your Saracen's head 
out of this room. 

Tic. Hark'ee, if you deny that you paint a head 
every morning, your tongue gives the lie to your 
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cheeks. 

Paint. Tim, that was a daſh with the pound 
bruſh ! 

Iic. Ay, ay; I'm the boy for it. Come along 
Ha ! ha ! ha! 


Paint. Ha! ha! ha! | Exeunt Tickle and Painter. 

Lav. An impudent fellow! I paint indeed ! A 
pretty diſcerning tutor fer a young gentleman ! 

Mrs. Jon. Lavender, hand me the eau-de- luce. 

I die ! oh heav'ns, throw up that ſaſh ! I hal ex- 

Ire ! 
n Lav. And no wonder, ma'am : I'm fe the 
cham- 


chamber fmells of oil worſe than a floor-cloth würd | 


houſe. | 7 
Enter Diccorr, [ſearches round the room. 


Mrs. Jon. Heavens! what's this now? what do 
you want, ? 

Lav. Why is the deuce in the fellow ? For ſhame 
Diggory ! why do you come into my Lady's apart- 
ment this way ? 


Dig. This ways ! why would you have me come 


in at the window? 
Mrs. Jon. For mercy” $ ſake, do, good man, 
withdraw. | 
Lav. What do you want? 
Dig. 1 want my maſter's boots. 
Lav. What the miſchief could bring his boots 
into my lady's dreſſing- room? 


Dig His legs, I believe; for I think 'was here 


he — them off. 
Di F. Do, pray retire, I beſeech you, fir. 


. | beg pardon, ma'am, I fee the boots are 


not why ; ſo III go look in the ſtable, 
(A tapping at the door.) 
Mrs. on. What monſter have we now ? 
Jon. (without.) Avec permiſſion ! 
Lav. My maſter | madam. 
Mrs. Fon. * monſieur. 


Enter Jod aprt. 
Jon This way, for wonder ſake, quick, Gicht 


Ha ! ha! ha! ſuch a light, tranicending all So- 


ho! 

M3. Jon. I think it muſt be ſomeching ſuper- 
natural that can excite my wonder now. But 
allons for this miracle. 


[ Exennt Mr. and Mrs. Nn | 


Lav. (looks in the glaſs) A Saracen's head ? 
Yes, it mult be my lady he meant. [ Exit, 
SCENE 
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| SCENE II. 


3 


. 
4 = 


A Gallery hung with Pifures. | b 


=; 


Enter Mr. and Mrs. Joxqym. 1 


PER 
*. +2 


e 


Jon. Nou, ſettle your features. | 

Mrs. Jon. O, I ſet riſibility at defiance. | 

Mr. Jon. Mr. "Lumpkin, are you apparet'd, 
quite completely a-la-mode £ ? 


Enter Tony , — 


Tony. O yes, I think I'm the very collifower of 
the mode. Tell me in downright earneſt, how do 
you like me, (turns round) Eh! Couſin Milly? 
I believe, now I'm ſomething like a tanzy ; 3 how 
do you like my hair, tho'? 5 | 

Mrs. Jon. Charming! 

Jon. The ſtyle moſt happily fancied. 

Tony. So it is, couſin Milly; you ve a fine head 
of hair, if it's, all your own---it's very like ſome 
of the heads I ſaw in the barbers windows, 

Mrs. Jon. Now, that's ſo civil. 

Tony. That's what every body ſays of me, that 
I'm ſo civil; but do you know that my mama 
uſed to dreſs up my hair herſelf every Sunday, 
whether I would or no? ſhe'd rub it up with ſoap, 
and put a paper in the top, zuſt like the "Ip of 


the unicorn. 


on SLE > oo W * 


N 
is 
# 
#1 
* 


1 
4 
5 
al ' 
Be 
* 
1 
I 


Enter LAVENDER RR Mrs. JonQuiL. 


Mrs. Jon. Preſently ; Mr. Lumpkin, allow me 
the liberty to withdraw myſelf for a moment or 


two, 
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Tony. Ma'am, III excuſe - your going away 
with a great deal of pleaſure. How polite, fine 

clothes make a body! (ade) 
[I Ereunt Mrs. Fonguil and Low 


Enter Tick, 


. Tic, Squire, the Painter's ready. (o Tony) 

Tony. Mum. (apart to Tickle) 

Jon. Pardon my curiofity, Mr. —— excuſe 
me, Sir—you ſpoke of a painter ; are you ac- 
quid. 4 5 have you a penchant ? 

Jic. A what ? 

Fon. That is, do you admire the art ? | 
Tony. Oh, yes, Sir; my tutor's very knowing 
in the picture way. Tim, ſhall I tell couſin you 

carried a ſhew-box* (apart to Tickle) 

Tic. You need not mind it now. (apart to To- 
2 

Jon. There are ſome tolerable paintings here, 
Sir. (ooołing round) 

Tic. Yes; they are quite genteel. 

Tony. 1 warrant, now, they ſtood you, in a 
matter of fifteen or twenty pounds. 

2 Above ten thouſand. 

ony, Pounds? 

Jon. Poſitively. 

Tony. What a ſtud and a Faun of hounds 
that would. buy a man ! 

Tic. What a collection of wild beaſtiſſes! 

Jon. Beſides the money I have expended in 
my Flemiſh and Italian acquiſitions, during my 
tour, I have, at this moment, a pecuniary un- 
derſtanding with moſt of the eminent picture- 
dealers and auctioneers in town; and, conſe- 
VOL, I, K K quenly, 
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quently, the refuſal of antiques, coins, china, 
Jap-dogs and original pictures. FONTS 
Tic. How do you order it ? "PITT 

Jon. Briefly thus: if an extraordinary en gage- 
ment prevents me from a private peep, previous 
to the fale, ſuppoſe me in the auction- room: a 
full ſale, good pictures, my favourite piece up, 
friend Mallet, in the heat of his oration, caſts 
me an eye fignificant; I, nnperceived by the 
company, return an affirmative ſignal; and one, 
two down, the picture's mine for one third of 

the value. / * 

Tic. What then becomes of his poundage ? 

Fon, That, Sir, I make good by an ample dou- 
CEUT. | | 

Tony. Well, let them ſay what they will of 
flock paper, pretty pictures for my money; cou- 
fin, you muſt chooſe me ſome nice ones, when 
my mama takes a new houſe for me. | 

Tic. Ay, I dare fay, Squire Jonquil knows all 
the painters in town, in the genteel way. 

Jon. In town ?—no—no—Mr.—Sir—if a mo- 
dern ever intrudes upon a pannel of mine, taſte 
muſt give the preference to Flemiſh and Italian; 
if the contrary ſhould tranſpire, Sir, I'd be ex- 
cluded the ton, as void of all virtu. | 

Tony. Virtue! It does not ſhew much virtue 
to encourage foreigners, and let your own coun- 
trymen want bread; damn me, if I do that; and 
damn them that do, | | 

Tic. Well ſaid, tight boy; there's a fine fel- 

low, and Pm his tutor. | 

Jon, I own, Sir, I'm of your opinion ; but 
powertul faſhion 
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" Tony. Tim, there's a clever fellow; running 
after a pretty girl among the buſhes! 


Jon. Apollo, purſuing Daphne, by corregio; 


obſerve the modeſt grace in the flight of Daph- 


ne; and that figurè of Apollo, what fine pro- 
portion in the outline! what an attitude! 

Tic. Now, that there I call a tall woman. 

Jon. A Vandyke! 

Tony. Mrs, Vandyke? 

Jon. No, no; it is the portrait of Beatrix 
Conſtantia Contacroyana, painted by that maſ- 
ter. The Judgment of Paris, the fleeping Ve- 


nus, and that Jelightful picture of . the Cardinal 


Virtues, Faith, Hope and Charity, are by Car- 
raci; a moſt enchanting piece ' obſerve how 
finely the Hope is relieved. 

Tony. Relieved by Charity; poor ſoul! 


Tic. That's a pretty woman that's looking up 


at the {ky. 
Pon. A Cleopatra, by Guido. 


Tony, See the little cel in her hand! that's a 


dark looking man in the black bonnet. ' 

Jon. A Rembrandt, by himſelf. 

Tony. Yes; he's all alone, there's a woman ri- 
ding on a white cow. 

Jon. Europa, an undoubted Raphael. 

Tony. No! 

Jon. As true as the cartoons. 

Tic. Riding on a bull! ſtrike her plump; 
Squire the „nl and the goole ! 

Jon. Jupiter and Leda; upon my honour I 
never {aw a more capital picture but, dear Sir, 
the gooſe happens to be a ſwan. 

Tony. Mayhap *twas only a gooſe before you 
got it, —Tim, who is that like in the black wig. 
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dukbat. 1 is the portrait. of Charles the Se- 
con. | 
Ts, He's mighty like Matt Muggins the ex. 


| 5 age 


Jon. It's a Sir Godfrey Kneller; but I fancy, 


king Charles never lat Br it. 
7 And ſo they've, drawn him ſtanding. 


Who is the lad with the long hair? 


Jon. Lad, Sir? that's a Magdalen, by Guido. 
Tony... She's a plump Mag. Who 1s that thin 
ill-looking fellow! 
Jon. It's a picture of Caſſius, that 4b 0 Cæ- 
ſar—It's a Rubens, very bold. | 
Tic. Yes, he was a bold fellow. 
Jon. Good keeping! 
Tic. Faſt enough; I remember they: kept him | 
in Newgate. - ; 
4 Charmingly brought out! 
ic, He was brought out in a white cap, tied 
with black ribbon,”  - ; 
Jon. What a glow of colouring ! 
Tit. I never ſaw a man look better upon the 
occaſion. | 
Jon. Greatly deſigned | {| forcibly executed 
Tic. Only the peace-officers at his execution, 
no.calling in the military ; we have had e 
of that already. 
Jon. What harmony of light and ſhade ! 
W hat noble maſſes 
Tic. Maſſes! He a Papiſh ! I'll bett half an 
ounce, that Tom Caſſius, that ſtabb'd Squire 


Cæſar, died a Preſbyterian. 


Tony. How knowing my tutor is! 


(During the above ſpeeches of Tickle, Fonquil hands 


enraptur'd w1th the pilure, not attending bim.) 
Couſin, 


- vo,» 
* 
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Couſin, Couſin Jonquil, hollo ! 
, W (Slaps bit on the pul, 
Jon. Sir! 


Tony. 1 intend to have my picture taken o 
ſome evening or other. * oF 15 


Enter FRANK: * 

As! 
Frank. Sir Lord Spindle has ſent to let 

know, he waits for you at the Thatched-houle, 


Jon. The chariot at the door ? 2 nf H 
Frank. Yes, Sir. Erie. 
Jon. Adieu, Fei 


Tic. Abſolutely, Squire, this couſin of your 8 
is a tip-top macaroni. 

Tony. Yes, he's a famous mac. 78.0 
' Tony. But tho' he ſeems to love his pictures, 
as I do my horſes, he does not take half fo great 
care of em. Think of old bonnets and black 
and brown heads! Coſt him ten thouſand pounds 
too. Why my little Robin, my Whipper-in, 
looks more decent than the beſt of them. 

Tic. Aye! but when my friend Jack Raddle 
the painter comes bruſh upon em, A. 
** another thing. 

Tony. But what keeps him? 
Tic, Here he is. 


Enter PalxTER, with a pot of paint and large bruſh. 


Are you there, Jack? Come, fall to. | 
Tony, Hold, you remember the bargain : 
Tickle, be witneſs. You're to paint fine large 
powder'd pretty wigs upon every head in this 
room, 


\ 
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room, at the rate of half-a-crown | a nob all 
round. i 


- Tie. That's the bargain. "I 
Paint. And I ſcorn to go back, tho? it's a te 
price, your honour. ih 
Tony. How charmingly they'll look ! 
Tic. Yes, they'll be quite genteel. Hark'ee, 
es d'ye fee, I recommend you to this tg. 
fquire; ſo do the job neatly. ' None of your lit- 
tle flary'd caxons, with one buckle, Lay that 
no larger than a pipe-ftopper; but let me ſee the 


browneſt face againſt this wall, wigg'd like an 
alderman. 


Paint. Say no more. 


Tony. But quick, quick, buſtle; you muſt 
have em done before couſin comes back. 


Enter Diecon. 


Dig. Sir, the gentleman' s come. 

Tomy. What gentleman ? 

Tic. How thould he know? I'll go ſee 2 
by Exit. 

Jony. Come, come, fall to. 

Paint. Don't fear, ſir; they ſhall ſoon be quite 

another thing. 

Tony. Come along, we'll be with you Hon.” 

again. Come; Lord! how delighted couſin 

Jonquil will be [ Exeunt Tonyand Diggory. 

(The Painter, whiſtling, takes one of the pictures 

down, and as he fits to it, the ſcene cloſes. 


_— 


SCENE 
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"SCENE ,, 
The Antichamber, "Sp 


Enter umts. meeting Toxx, TrcxLs, and 
| DiccoRy. | 


Dig. Here's my maſter. 
Pulv. Sir, your humble ſervant, 
Dig. Sir, this the—— _. | 
Tic. Diggory, I tell you once for all, if you 
come the gentleman uſher, while I am by, you'll 
abſolutely knock your head again my fiſtes. 

Dig. Why ſure |—— 

Tony. Go, go, you fool, and ſee that the paint- 
er ſlaps away briſkly. [ Exit Diggory. 
Well, Sir, are you a barber ? 

Pubs, A barber! no, Sir; my name is Pul- 
ville. 

Tony. But what are you ? 

Puly. I am a pertumer, Sir. 

Tony, Now, bang me, if I know what trade 
that is. (ade) Tickle, do you talk to him. 

Tic. A perfumer? I'm at home, tho? he's too 
fine for that: I ſuppoſe he moulted in Mon- 
mouth. (afide; ftruts up to Pulville) Matter, how 
do ye take 'em. | 

Pulte. Sir? | 

Tic. Do you ſhoot 'em. 

Tony. Aye, do you ſhoot 'em ?—What, Tickle? 
(apart to Tickle) 

Pulv. 8 ſhoot, Sir! 

Tic. Aye, how do you order it? 

. If you mean my bulineſs, Sir; by cal- 
cination, 


—— 
— 


f 
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cination, infuſion, mixtures, compoſitions phil, 
ters, and diſtillation. ' 

Tic, What, then maphap you don't uſe the 
ferret ? 

Pulv. No, Sir, the only eſſential animal is the 

civet cat. 
Tic. The cat will catch 1185. I allow; ; but 
then they mangle them ſo . * 

Pulv. Mangle who, good Sir? 

Tic. Ever while you live, take rabbits with 2 
ferret, that's the genteel thing. Mayhap, lad, 
you're in the hedge-hog way. Have a care, tho, 
for ſince ſome buſy fellow put it into the news- 
paper, that they were as good as a partridge— 
my bear to a lap-dog, if hedge-hogs don't 
ſoon be included in the game- act. You're! the 
firſt rabbit catcher I ever knew that 5 

Pulv. I. a rabbit catcher'! I don't underſtand 

you, gentlemen, I'd have you to know, 1 keep 
one of the firſt perfumer's ſhops in St. Jamess 
pariſh ; I can't imagine what you mean, by talk- 
ing to me about rabbit-catchers and hedge-hogs. 

Tony. I belive my tutor knows every wg, 7 

Pulv. Sir, I thought every body knew Mr. 
Pulville. However, Sir, | have 7 honour to 
be very well known to the nobility, as my book+ -- 
debts of ten years ſanding can ſufficiently teſ- 
tify. Rabbit catcher! Sir ! I'm original inven- 
tor of the genuine Circaſſian beautifying coſme- 
tic lotion, cream of roſes, and powder of pearl. 
Step into my ſhop a crocus, and you walk out 
a narciſſus; my ſweet lip-ſalve can change a 
blubber to a pouting—a walnut to a cherry-lip. 
Then, Sir, my perfumed powders conquer na- 
ture; I can give a lady a pink head, a green 


head, ar a _ head, Do you know, Sir, that 
I make 
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I make the chymical Paphian waſh, for 1 51 | 


ing hair; ſo innocent it ma be uſed by int 
juſt born, and yet ſo powerful, that three a 
tions give an Eſau the hand of a Jacob? And 
now, Sir, ' with me, re me alone, the elderly 


ng ladies deal, or their [weet-ſcented ſhav- 


ng powder. 

Tony. I ſaid he was 2 barber. 

Pull. Rabbit-catcher !—-W by, Sir, my bear's 
grainy | 

Tic. Do you dance a bear, ti gbt boy N 

Pul. Sir, do I look like ſuch a S roundrel ? 

Tic. Scoundrel ! Strike. you en ans A 
ſcoundrel? 

| Pal. You, Sir! 8 

Tic. Aye, poke you well—I dance theſprigh to 


lieſt bear in all England, that's in the genteel 


way. 
Pul. Hem ir |—when you ”y any thing 

in my way, you'll ſee my name Pulville, 

over the door. Rabbit catcher! [Exit Putville: 
Tic. A bear dancer, a ſcoundrel ! you raſcal, 

I'll—he's gone—he was Tight my name is Tim 

md z and now you've told me — 

abode, call u = wheti you calling off) 
1 Y. Tim know all the points of onour. 


Enter Dicooy, 2 


Dig. Oh, Sir, the pictures are done ; and 
Squire Jonquil is walking out of his carriage. 

Tic. J told you, Squire, Jack Raddle cou'd 
touch them up in the genteel way, becauſe he's 
the boy for it; come, we'll take a ſquint at his 
handy work. 
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„ Tony. Come, I'm as glad as a a guinea; 2 You 
"0 couſin Jonquil will be (RE He N 7 
ig Cu. | 


— . — — — a * | | 1 
SCENE V. 

Diſcovers the Pifure Gallery, moſt of the Portraits 

with large white wwigs ; the Painter fits daubing 


a wig upon a picture, which he has on 4 Neu 
DiocoRY Mciouſſ attending. 


Dig. Do, let me give him another curl. 
Paint. I can't Rand i it, man; —be ſtill, I fir : 


let him be. 


Enter Jon curl. 


* What do I ſee! confuſion ! what bs all 
this ? (Stands amazed) _ 

Dig. I knew he'd be delighted. _ 

Jon. Stop your facrilegions hands, you pro- 

hane villain. 

Paint. Bleſs your heart, maſter, I don't grudge 
you a curl or two more. (whi/tles and paints) © 

Jon. My Rembrandt! from the Florentine 
gallery! You aſſaſſin, why did you murder me? 


(Seizes the painter) 


Paint. Sir! 
Jon. Anſwer me, you miſcreant; who brought 


ou here? what mortal enemy to the arts, what 
Gothick fiend, whiſper'd you to perpetrate ſuch 


infernal action ? 
Paint, If this moment was my laſt, Sir, it al 
white lead of eightpence a pound, | 


Jon. White lead, you caitiff ! | 
P aint. 
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Paint. How cou'd a poor fellow, like me, 
afford flake-white for the price? 

Jon. What price? you barbarian;- explain, 
firrah : confeſs, or I'll —— you flay'd like Mar- 
ſyas. 
"Paine. Sir, Squire Lumpkin, the little, round, 
fine gentleman, .employ'd. me to paint white 
wigs, upon all the pictures, at half-a-crown A 
head. 

Dig. Indeed Sir, I'm ſure. my maſter would 
not grudge twice the money, to make them look 
decent, as they belong to your honour. 

Jon. I'm undone 5 | g 


Enter Toxy ind Ticits 


Tony: Eh, Tim! (looks exultingly at the pictures) 
I believe they are the thing. 
7ic. Bang me, but they are quite genteel ! 
Fon. Mr. Lumpkin, I thank you, Sir. 
Tony. You're mightily welcome. 

Fon, I am infinitely oblig'd to you, Sir, 

Tony. I guels'd you wou'd. 81 

Jon. I am eternally your debtor. 

Tony, I'll never charge you a penny for it. I 
believe now they look like gentlemen. How 
pleas'd I am that I thought of it 

5 I thought of it firſt. 

- Low Ind; | 

n ic. You do, Diggory ! 'twas 1 advis'd the | 
Squire ta it, becauſe I knew the genteel thing. 

Jon. Oh, pray, no contentian for the brilliancy 
of the thought; for ld give three or five thou- 
ſand pounds to undo what. you have done. 

Tony. What! | 

Jen. You have ruin'd me. 


Jom. Anan | 
L L Jon. 
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Jon. You've undone me, Sir! 1 
Tony. Who, II as how? © © 7 No 
Jon. You've fpoil'd my y piftures. SM 
Tony, Tim! _ | 

Tic. I ſaid, at firſt, it was a damn'd upic 


hen by — 4 

work vos Know, Squire, I told vou, that 
| Wes bg an aß could think of ſuch nonſenſe. 
Tony. Can you unwig em again? 
Paint. What will I get by that? 
Jon. I'll give you fifty guineas. 
Paint. Lay it here. l 
Jen There's the money; (ber out bis pockets 
bcok and gives @ note) charm my longing eyes, once 
more, with the fight of my Rembrandt 8 dear, 
dear, black bonnet. 

Paint. Then, Sir, they're pay done in water 
colour; ſo a wet towel and a little Pap ſettles 
their wigs in five minutes. | 

Jon. Give me your hand; I was dreadfully 
alarmed; but now Þ can laugh at it. Ha! ba; 
ha! what a whimfical thought] but, you ſtupid 
rogue, why would you put wigs upon the 
ladies? 

Paint. Sure it's the faſhion now for all ladies 


4 


to wear wigs. How charming they look! Por 


fellows, ye muſt ſoon loſe your grandeur ! 


| Enter Frank. 


Frank. Sir, the company Are come, 
Jon. Very well. 
[ Frank looks at the pictures, laughs and exit. 
Dig. Pleaſe your honour, may I laugh at them 
a little? 
Tony. Tutor, kick Diggory o out of the room, 
if you pleaſe. ” 
Tic, 


TONY LUMPKIN NW TOWN, = 4¹ 
Tic. To oblige you, Squire. 


Die. II — you the trouble. wo [ex 
Jen. All is now very well; but I have ode re · 
queſt to make you. | 


Tony. What is it, pray? 

Only to diſmiſs one of your retinue, 
Tic. That 8 Diggory. (afide) 

Tony. Who? 

Jon. The bear? | 

Tony. What | the bear)? | 

Jon. That's the gentleman. 

| Tony. Why, Tim, d'ye hear my couſin Will 

ou ? 
1 Tic. Look ee, Squire; this here nebel 
this bear of mine, has maintained me ſome years, 
when I could not do for myſelf; and though, 
thanks to my good breeding, I'm grown pohte 
enough to be a gentleman's tutor, yet I'll never 
be ſo much in the faſhion as to forſake an old 
benefactor. Es Tic. 

Tony. 1 wiſh I could get any regular amily to 
board the bear: enquire among your acquain- N 

tanee Sir. 

Jon, Sir, I'll do myſelf that honour. 

Tony. Bruin's a lad of few words, but he's as 
civil a fellow as ever ſtood upon two legs. But, 
couſin Jonquil, I won't offer you the futy 
guineas you gave the painter. 

Tony. Say no more; you meant well, and that 
palliates the conſequence. But, for Rubens' ſake 
forego your pretenſions in future to a, taſte in 
pictures. 

Tony. Well, 1 know the points of a horſe, 
and that's made by a better workman. | 

Fen. Therefore, to the knowledge of horſes 
and dogs, like a true 'Squire, from this moment 

contine 
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- confine your claim; for if a man will, in oppo- 
fition to nature, meddle with matters of which 
he is ſo extremely 1gnorant, he muſt inevitably 
render himſelf the object of ridicule and laughter. 
Tony. Laughter! and what's pleaſanter than a 
laugh? By3 Jingo, a —_ is all I wanted, 


If I've rais'd ſome ſweet ſmiles on thoſe lovely 
fair faces, 


J am glad I put wigs on their liſters, the 
Grace: 

1 would not offend you for more than Pl 
mention; 

To pleaſe all my friends, Was my only in- 

Fr tention. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONZ. = \ 


1 - 4 


Captain Fitzroy, . .. ...... . Mr. BaxxisT ZE. 
Father Lake, . .... .... .. Mr. Wiuson. 
Patrick, . . .. . . . . . . c...... Mrs. KENNEDY. 
Dermott, . . . .. . . . . . . .. . Mr. JOHNSTON: 
Darby. . fore bode Cees. Mr Ro wix. 
Bagatelle, . . . .. .. .. . .. . . . . Mr. WEWITZER. 
Boy, . ...... ..... ..... ...... Maſter SIMMONDS. 


7 


Norah, e e eee esse Mrs. BANNISTER! 
= Kathlane, e Mrs. MARTYR, — x 


_— 


. 


SCENE, Carton, near the Seat of the Duke of Leinfter in 
295 Tela. ; | voce 


THE 


POOR SOLDIER. 


The Country—Sun riſe—a large Manſion at ſome 72 
tance near the front, on one fide, a ſmall 
Houſe ; on the other a Cottage. 
| | \Dansy, (without.) 


Now what harm, Dermot ? 


' 


you are. 
Enter DERMO and Dany, 


Dar. Upon my faith I won't ſay a word. 

Der. Go away I tell you. 

Dar. Lord, I never ſaw ſuch a man as you: 
ſure I'll only ſtand by. of > 

Der. But I tell you it's' not proper for | any 


one to be by when one's along with one's ſweet- 


heart. 


VOL, 1. MM | Dare 


Der. (without.) Why tis harm ö ſo ſtay where 
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Dir. Well, I alwa) ys hs to be by 3 Im 
along with my — alleep II call 
her up, hallo! Kathlane! _ 

Der. Will you be quiet, Darby. Can't you 
go make a noiſe chere, under Father Luke's 
window? N 

Dar. Ecod if I do, he'll put me in the Biſhop' $ 
Court. 

Der. If I wasn't ſo fond of Kathlane, I ſhou- d 
think Norah, his Neice there, a very handſome 
rl. 
| 9 Why ſo ſhe is, but fince her own ſweet- 
heart, Patrick, run away from her and liſted for 
2 Soldier, ſhe dont care a pin for the prettieſt 
of us; by the lord ſhe even flouts me, 

Der. Well, well, you'll ſee how it will be; 
ſomebody I know 
Dar. Ay, you mean the forgian fervin wan, 
to the ſtrange Officer that's above at the Duke's, 
Eb, why faith Dermot, it would indeed be a 
ſhame, to Jet a black muzzled Mounſeer ca 
off a pretty girl, from a parcel of tight Iriſh boy 
like us. 

Der. So, 'twou'd Darby ; but my ſweet 
Kathlane is faſt aſleep, and never dreams that 
her poor Dermot is here under her window. 


Dar. Ay, never dreams poor Darby's under | 


her window—but Ill have her up—Kathlane— | 
Kath 
Der. Huſh! 


AIR—Dermot. 


Sleep on, ſleep on, my Kathlane dear, 
May peace poſſeſs thy breaſt, | 

Yet doſt thou dream thy true love's here, 
Depriv'e of peace and reſt, 
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The birds fing ſweet, the morning breaks, 
Theſe joys are none to me, | 

Tho? ſleep is fled, poor Dermot wakes, 
To none but love and thee. 

[ Exit. | 


Dar. What a dull dog that is! Ah, poor 
Dermot ! ha, ha, why ſuch. a fong cou'dn't 
wake an Owl out of his ſleep, let alone a pretty 
girl that's dreaming of me. Kathlane upon 
my conſcience III, —yes, I'll rouſe her. 


AIR Darby. | 


Dear Kathlane you no doubt, i . 
Find ſleep how very ſweet tis, 
Dogs bark, and cocks have crow'd out, 
You never dream how late tis, 
This morning gay, 
I poſt away, - 
To have with you a bit of play, 
| On two legs rid, 
Along to bid 
Good morrow to your night cap. 


N 


1 


II. 


Laſt night a little bowſy, | 
With Whiſkey, Ale, and Cyder, 
I aſk'd young Betty Blowſy, - | 
To let me fit beſide her, I-11 
Her anger roſe, 
And ſour as ſloes, 
The little gypley cock'd her noſe, -. 
| | et here I've rid, 
Along to bid, 
Good morrow to your night cap. 


III. 


Beneath the Honey-ſuckle, 
The Daily, and the Vi'let, 
Compoſe ſo ſweet a truckle; 
They'll tempt you ſure to ſpoil it, — 59 60 
M M 2 Sweet 
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Wai Sall and Bell, 
Pye ek ſed ſo well, A 
But hold, I aan kiſs and tell, 
So here Pve rid, 
Along to bid, 


Gol morrow to your night cap. 


(Kat hlane opens the Cottage window. 

Dar. Ay there ſhe is, oh I'm the boy for it, 

| Kath. Is that Dermot ? 

Dar. (hiding under the penthouſe O dear, the 
takes me for Dermot, he, he, he 

Rath. Who's there? 

Dar. Sure it's only I. 

Kath. What Deemer] 7 

Dar. Yes—l am—Darby. (afide) 

Kath. I'm coming down. (Retires.) 

Dar. I thought I'd bring her down: 1 m2 
ſure markſman. | 


7 


7 


Enter KATHLANE from the Cottage. - 


Kath. Where are you, my dear Dermot ? | 
Dar. (Comes forward. } © Good morrow to 
your nightcap.“ (/ings.) 

Kath. ( Starting.) Darby! Now bang you for 
an impudent fellow. - 
Dar. Then hang me about your neck, my 
ſweet Kathlane. ] 

Kath. It's a fine thing that people can't take 
their reſt of a morning, but you muſt come 
roaring under their windows, 

Dar. Now what need you be ſo croſs with a 
body—when you know I love you. 

Kath. Love |—ha,—Tlike you for that. 

Dar. I'm oblig'd to, you, 

Kath. You love, ha, ha, ha! 
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Dar. I do, upon my conſcience. 

Kath. Well, let me alone, Darby: once fot all 
I will not have you. 

Dar. No! 

Kath. No, as I hope for man, I won't, 

Dar. Ha, ha, ha! hope for man, and yet won't 
have me. 
Kath. Yes, but I'll tell you what fort of a man; ; 
then look into the river, and ſee if you're he. 

Dar. And if not—T'll pop in head foremoſt. 
, Kath. Do Darby; and then you may whiſtle 
or me. 


% ob] 


Since * is che plan 
PII love if I can, | 

But firſt let me tell you what ſort of a man. 
In addreſs how complete 
And in dreſs ſpruce and neat, 

No matter how tall, ſo he's over five feet : 
Nor dull, nor too witty 
His eyes Pil think pretty 

If ſparkling with pleaſure whenever we meet, 


2 


II. 


Tho' gentle he be, 
His man he ſhould ſee 
Yet never be conquer'd by any but me. 
In a ſong bear a bob 
In a ola a hob nob | 
Yet drink of his reaſon his noddle ne'er rob. 
| This is my fancy 
If ſuch a man can ſee, 
I'm his, if he's mine, until then I am free. 


Dar. So then you won't have me. 

Kath. No, that I won't. 

Dar. Now you might if you pleas'd. 
| Rath, 


230 THE POOR. SOLDIER: 


Kath. I might if you pleas de. 
+: Dar. Well ſure I do pleaſe. e 
Katb. Ay, but you don't pleaſe nme. 
Dar. Why I'm a better match for you than 
Dermot. -_ .: a bd | 
© _- Kath. No. 
© Dar. No ? Havn't I every "hin ORPA. 
about me? cows, ſheep, geeſe and turkies for 
you to look after in the week days, and a pretty 
pad for you to ride to chapel on a Sunday: a little 
cabin for you to live in, and a neat bit of a potatoe 
garden for ycu to walk in; and for a huſband 
I'm as pretty a lad as you'd meet with of a long 
ſummer's day. | | | 
Kath. Get along: don't talk to me of your 
geeſe and your turkies, man, with owe conceit 
and your nonſenſe. | 
Dar. My nonſenſe! Oh very well: you 17 that 
to me, do you? 
Kath. To be ſure I do. 
Dar. Then marry hang me if I don't.— 
Kajh. What—whar'ill you do? | 
Dar. Do, why P—rell the Prieſt of ou. 
Kath. Ah do — do your worſt, you ninney 
hammer 
Dar. I'm a ninney hammer, oh very well - 
I tell you what Kathlane——11l ſay no more. 
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DUET. 
Kath. Out of my ſight or I'Il box your ears. 
Der. Tl fit you ſoon for your jibes and jeers. 


Kath, - I'll ſet my capat a ſmart young man, 
Dar. Another I'll wed this day if I can. 


Kath. In courtfhip funny. 
Dar. Once ſweet as honey, 
Kath. You drone. 


Dar. No Kate, I'm your humble Bee. 


A rock 50. bin. 1 
Kath, | Go dance your dogs with your fiddle de dee 
* 1 For a Trigheiy lad is the tune for me. 


II. | 
Kath. Like ſweet milk turn'd now to me ſeems love. 
Dar. The fragrant Roſe does a Nettle prove. 
Kath. Sour Curds I taſte, tho? ſweet Cream I choſe. 
Dar. And with a flower I ſting my noſe, * | 
Kath. In courtſhip funny, &c. 


| [ Exeunt ſeverally. 
Enter FiTzRoY. 


Fitz. Ay, here's Father Luke's houſe: I doubt 
if his charming niece is up yet. (Looks at bis 
watch) 1 ſhall be back before the family are 
ſtirring, and even if not, drawn hither by the 
devout hopes of paying my adoration to this 
Sylvan Deity, the beauty and freſhneſs of the 
morning exhilirates and delights, 


AIR,—Fitzroy: 


The Twins of Latona, ſo kind to my boon, 
Ariſe to partake of the chaſe, - _-_ 

And Sol lends a ray to chaſte Dian's fair Moon, 
And a ſmile to the ſmiles of her face. | 

For the ſport I delight in, the bright Queen of Love 
With myrtles my brow ſhall adorn, | 

While Pan breaks his Chaunter, and ſkulks in the Grove, 
Excell'd by the ſound of the horn. | 


The dogs are uncoupled, and ſweet is their cry, 

Yet (weeter the notes of ſweet Echo's reply. | 
Hark forward, my Honies! The game 1s in view 
But love is the game that I wiſh to purſue, | 


272 - THE POOR SOLDIER; 
11. Wen 
The Stag from b. his Chamber of Woodbine peeps out, 
_ His ſentence he hears in the gale, 5 
Vet flies, till entangled in fear and in doubt, 0 
His courage and conſtancy fail. | 
4-3 Surrounded by foes, he 2 for the fra 
Deſpair taking place of his fear, * 
With Antlers erectsd awhile ſtands at bay, | 
Then ſurrenders his life with a tear. 
| The dogs, &c. NG hl 


Oh here comes the Prieſt her uncle, and now for 
his final anſwer, which muſt determine my 
happineſs. (Enter Father Luke) Good morning to 

„ 

1 F. Luke. And a 3 morrow, and a hundred 
and a thouſand good morrows to you worthy Sir. 

Fitz. As many thanks to you my reverend Sir. 

F. Luke. True, Sir, I am reverend, becauſe 
I'm the Prieſt of the Pariſh. Bleſs you, Sir, but 
you're an early riſer, | 

Fitz, Why you muſt imagine that the pillow hat 
no great charms for one whoſe heart can take 
little reſt *till lull'd to peace by your friendly 
benediftion,—Oh ! Father Luke your charming 
Niece.— | 

F. Luke. My Niece— you told me of that, 
but you never told me your fortune, ſo it's gone 
quite out of my memory. 

Fitz. Why Father, if you muſt peep into my 
rent-roll, I fancy you'll find.it ſomething above 
2000]; a year 

F. Luke, Two thouſand !—You ſhall have my 
niece: but there's two things er perhaps 1 you 
have not conſider'd on. 

Fitz. What are thoſe ? | 

F. Luke. Her religion and her country. 1 

| UN 


THE POOR SOLDIER; 32573 


Fitz. My dear Sir; be aſſured I am incapable 
of an illiberal p propuciee againſt ary one, for not 
having firlt breath'd the ſame air with me, or for 
worſhiping the ſame Deity. in another manner. 
We are common children of one parent, and the 
honeſt man who thinks with moral rectitude, and 
acts according to his thoughts, is my countryman 
let him be born where he will. 

F. Like.” Juſt my thoughts, Sir, I don't mind 
a man's country ſo he has—You've 2000l. a 
year ? (Fitz. bews) Your hand, you ſhall marry 
my niece. 

Fitz. My dear © good man you're the beſt” of 
Prieſts ; but there's one thing that I'd wiſh to 
be certain of—Are you ſure your niece's heart i is 
totally diſengag'd ? | 

F. Luke. Why Sir ſhe did give her heart away 
but I made her take it back again; ſhe had a fort 
of a Lover chat I think ſhe was a little fond .. 

Fitz. How? ©. 

F. Luke. Don't be alarm'd, Sir, for lord knows 
what's become of poor Patrick fince he was ſent 
off for America: upon my refuſing Norah to 
him, he took on ſo, that one day, full of ale and 
vexation, the fool went and liſted for a ſoldier. 

Fitz, Ah, I cou'd wiſh that | 
F. Luke. You can wiſh for no more than you 
ſhall have: ſhe's your's : I fay the word; and I'm 
her uncle, her Guardian, and her Clergy. Here, 
Norah, child, (calls at the window) | tancy ſhe's 
not awake yet. (Going in.) 

Fitz, Hold Sir, I wouldn't have her diſturb'd 
for the world. 

F. Luke. Well faith, vou're good natur'd 
enough conſidering you've been fighting in 
America, 


VOL. 1. NN Fitz, 
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Fita. My dear Father Luke, yon know. i'm 
down here at the Duke's upon a viſit, and you 
have ſenſe engugh to know likewiſe, that not- 
withſtanding your niece's beauty and merit, and 
the reverence due to your character, ſuch is the 
ridiculous pride, and afſum'd privilege of birth 
and fortune, that I ſhonld be moſt egregiouſly 
rallied, and perhaps obſtacles thrown in the way 
of my happineſs, ſhou'd this affair be talked of 
there. * W | e 
H. Luke. Not a ward, my lips are ſeabd. 
Fitz. That's right, my dear friend, the cere- 
mony once over, with pride I ſhall -publiſh my 
felicity to the world. I have already ſent up to 
Dublin, for ſome trifling ornaments for my ſweet 
Norah; I expect them every hour, this night 
you ſhall join our hands, and then I'll introduce 
my lovely bride as ſuch, to my friends at Carton 


| Enter DaRBx. FR 
Dar. Father Luke, I want to ſpeak a ward 
with you if you pleaſe, Sir. (Fitzroy walks up 
the Sta 2 2 
= . What do yon mean you free fellow ? 
Don't you ſee I'm in company, and in company , 
with a gentleman too? Eh, you wicked boy? 
Dar. I'm not wicked, 3 1 
F. Luke. Eh, how child, what, an't I your 
Prieſt, and don't I know what wickednefs is. 
Dar. Well Sir, to be ſure I have been a young 
Take, as a body may fay, but now F'm going to 
take a wife to myſelf. | . 
F. Luke, (io Darby) Get away. beg your 
worſhip's pardon. (to Fitzroy.) Whats 
Fitz. Oh no apology, Sir. The Shepherd muſt 
look to. his flock; | | 
— 2 F. . Lake. 


* 
41 * 3 
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F. Luke. Ah! I'm ſhepherd to a bleſſed flock of 
goats: Now would you think it, Sir? that Darby, 
that fellow that looks ſo ſheepith, is the moſt 
notorious reprobate in the whole patiſh. —_ 

Dar. (to Fitzroy) Sir, Pll tell you why Father 
Luke's always at me. He, he, he! when one 
plays or ſo, among the girls, you know one 
muſt give them a kiſs or tws, to keep them in 
good humour; and then the long winter nights 
before a fine fire, I'm ſo frolickſome among 'em, 
that when we. play at forfeits, it may come to 
twenty or thirty kiſſes a piece: theſe they muſt 
all confeſs to him, and ecod, of a cold morning” 
they keep Father Luke, till his. fingers are 
numb'd, and his noſe is blue, he, he, he! 
you know, Sir, you know that's the reaſon you 
don't like poor Darby, ._ 

F. Luke.. Get along you profligate; 

Dar. Well, Sir, Flt go. — | 

F. Luke. Come back hete: Where are you 
going now? I warrant you're poſting away to 
the alehouſe; but I'll follow you; I'll meet you 
there, and if I catch you guzzling, if you dare 
call for a quart of ale before me. | 

Dar, Yow!l drink half of it. 

F. Luke. Go along, go. ( puſhes him of) Oh! 
dear me ! L' m only a poor parith prieſt here; and 
I profeſs | have more to do than a biſſiop. 

Fitz. | wiſh father you were a biſltop. 

F. Luke. | with ty Heaven I was 


Fitz, Well, well-who knows alf in good 


time — We ſhall have his Grace's intereſ.— Such 
a thing may be done $7 
F. Luke, Oh, that nothing may binder it! 


AIR . 
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An humble curate here am I, | | 
The boys and girls director; wt 
Yet ſomething whiſpers by and by, 5 
I may be made a — . . 
Then PII preach 
N 8 | WI | 
x eep an a 
So well 11 he e enn 
And Oh, my pretty ewes and lambs! 
Your paſtor ſhall be true t'ye. 


For tho' a ſimple fiſherman, 
A dean'ry if I fiſh up, 
So good P11 do the beſt I can, 
And pray---to be a Biſhop. 
o my preaching, ' 
Teaching, | 
Then farewell. 
No more with duty hamper'd, 
But plump and fleek, 
My Rew'rend cheek ; 
Oh, how my lorqſhip's pamper d. 


* 


— 


But, Sir, you're ſure of my niece Norah; and 
now I mull attend ſome duties of my function 


among my pariſhioners. [ Exit, 
Fitz. Love for a young man! this. is not ſo 


well: The firſt impreſſion of love upon the heart 


of an innocent young woman, is not eaſily, if 
ever eras'd ; yet, the coldneſs of her carriage to 
me, rather checks my hopes than abates the ar- 
dor of my affections. (F. Luke's door opens) Tis 
ſhe; I fear to ſpeak to her, left I ſhou'd be ob- 
ſcrv'd by ſome of the villagers, (retires) 


Enter 


EE oon stb „%% 


Enter Non au, from the Houſe. 


The meadows look chearful, the bifds ſweetly fing, 
So gaily they carrol the praiſes of ſpring ; | 
Tho? nature rejoices, poor Norah ſhall mourn, 
Until her dear Patrick again ſhall return. 


11. 
Ve laſſes of Dublin, ah, hide your gay charms! 
Nor lure her dear Patrick from Norah's fond arms; 


Tho' ſattins and ribbons and laces are fine, 
They hide not a heart with ſach feelings as mine. 


What a beautiful morning! The primroſes and 
violets ſeem to have ſprung up fince the ſun went 
down: If the graſs is not too wet, perhaps Kathlane 
will take a walk with me but, ſhe's gone to walk 
with her ſweetheart Dermot: Well, if Patrick 
had'nt forſook me, I ſhou'dn't now want a com- 
panion.— Oh dear! here's the gentleman that my 
uncle is always teazing me about. en 
Fitz. A fine morning, Madam; but your pre- 
ſence gives an additional luſtre to the beautics 
of this charming ſcene. | | 
Nor. Sir. (curtfies) | 
Fitz. Beautiful Norah, has your uncle appriz'd 
you of the felicity I hope to derive from your 
compliance with his will, and my ardent wiſhes ? 
Nor. I don't know, Sir; he talk'd to me 2 
great deal, bu. | 
Fitz, (taking ber hand) Nay, do not avert thoſe 
lovely eyes—look kindly on me, F 


AIR, 


An. — . U E 


For you deareſt maiden the pride of the PERL 
The town and it's pleaſures I freely reſign. 
Delight ſprings trom labor, and ſcience from tilla 
| Where love, peace and itinocence ſweetly econ, 
Soft tender affection, what bliſs in poſſeſſing, 
How bleſt when 'tls love that inſures us the 
bleſſing. 
Careſs'd, Oh what rapture in mama] careſiing, 
W wiſh for, was Norah but mine. 


. 


The fe feafts of gay nion with ſplendour invite us, 


Where luxur wy „pride and her follics attend; 
The banquet of reaſon alone ſhould delight us, 


How ſweet the enjoyment when ſhar'd with a friend. 
Be thou 1 then, my comfort. my 
1 
A look is ny ſutſhine, a ſmile is my trebfare, 
Thy lips if conſenting, give joy 1 meaſurs, 
A rapture ſo perfect, what joy can tranſcend | 


Nor. Do, Sir, permit me to withdraw ; our 
village i is very cenſorious; and a gentleman be. 
ing ſeen with me, will neither add to your ho- 
nor or my reputation. [ Exit into bouſe, 


Enter BAGATELLE, (Sai 


Bag. Ab, Monſieur! 

Fitz. Well, what's the matter? 

Bag. Ah, Monſieur ! I'm come—I'm come 
to tell you—that—I'm out of breath; 

Fitz. What's the matter? 

Bag. It is all blown 

Fitz. I ſuppoſe my love affair here is diſcover'd. 
(balf afide) 

Bag. Oui Manktenr, I have diſcover. — 

Fila. 
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Fitz. How, you? 

Bag. All blown. 

Fitz. The devil! 

Bag. We muſt £0 to town. 

Fitz. Diſcover” d—all blown—and we walt go 
to 2 
Oui Monſieur, 1 have diſcover dat all 
= areſchal poudre is blown out of de vindre, 
ind I muſt go to town for more. 

Fitz. And is this the diſcovery that has made 
you run about the roads after me? 

Bag. Non Monſieur; but I am come on de 
affaire of grande importance. 

Fitz. Quick, what is it? | 

Bag. To know Monſieur, if you will dreſs to- 
day en queue or de twiſted club. 

Fit. Is this your affair of grand importance? 

Bag. Oui, 1 muſt make de preparation; oh, I 
did like to forget to tell you, dat his Grace, and 
all de fine Ladies wait for your honor's compa. 
ny in de breakfaſt parlour. 

Fitz. Damn your impertinence, firrah ; why 
didn't you tell me this at firſt? I ſhall have fift 
ſcouts after me; follow and he in the way, as 
* want to dreſs. 


[ Exit. 

Bag. Ah 1—abh, ah, begar dis is de Prieſt's 
houſe, and I did meet him in de village. Fort 
bien, ah, *tis bon opportumte to make de love 
to his neice; I vil finiſh de affaire with coup 
d'eclat—Somebody come—Now for Mademot. 
ſelle Norah, [Exit into Father Luke's houſe. 


Enter 


- „ ww — — — _ 
W.z * * * n 
4 . — 

—— * 2 2 <> » = — 


ol p — OIL 
* + - * — * 
> — 4-4 # * 
G —— n hs 8 = 
— 2 — FT S 


r * 2 
wr ig 4 2 
Py ya N - 
a - 


* — 
* . n a 


—— — 2 2— 


— — - 


deed, and as fooliſh as ever. 
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Enter PATRICK. | 


Pat. Well, here I am, after all the . of 
war return'd to my native village, two: years 
older than I went; not much wiſer, up to the 
heart in love, and not a ſixpence in my pocket. 
(Darby fings without) Isn't that Darby? 'tis in- 


7 


IE Dan BY, | "MW? flops ſhort, hok with furs 
prize at PATRICK. 


Dar. Is it——Pat?. (runs to him) My * hoy 
you're welcome, you're welcome my dear boy. 

Pat. Thank you Darby: how are all friends 
fince I left them. a 

Dar. Finely; except a cow of mine that died 
laſt Michaelmas. IF: 

Pat. But how is my dear Norah ? 

Dar. As pretty as ever. I muſtn't tell him of 


the Mounſeer that's about her houſe. (ade) 


Twas a ſhame for you to turn ſoldier, and run 
away from her. 

Pat. Cou'd I help it, whe her ill- natur d un- 
cle refusd me his conſent, and ſhe wou'dn't f 
marry me without it. | 

Dar. Why Father Luke's very croſs indeed t6 
us young lovers, Eh, Pat, but let's look at 
you. Egad you make a tight little foldier 
enough; you'll have Norah: oh, if I thought I 
cou'd get Kathlane by turning ſoldier, I'd lil to- 
morroõw. 

Pat. Well, PII introduce you to the Serjeant. 

Dar, Ay, do, if you pleaſe. I think I'd look 

very 
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pretty i in a red coat, ha, ha, ha! (/eems deligbted 
with Patricks dreſs) Let's ſee how the hat and 
feather becomes me? (takes off PairicF's hat, and 

diſcovers a large ſear on his forehead) What's that ? 

Pat. Only a wound T got in battle,” 

Dar. Tal, take your hat; I don't think re- 
gimentals won'd become me at all. 

Pat. How! hy, ha, ha what cerrified at a 
ſcar, eh, Darby? 

Dar. Me terrified! not 1, 1 don? t mind twen- 
ty ſcars, only it looks ſo conceited for a man to 
have a black po upon his facez but how did 
you get that beauty Ipot ? 

Pat. In my 9 to fave the life of an offi- 


cer, I fell, and the bayonet of an American gre. - 


nadier left me for dead, bleeding on the field, 

Dar. Left for dead! 

Pat. There was glory for you. 

Dar. Hem! and ſo they found you bleeding 
in your glory? 

Pat. Come now, I'll introduce you to the 
Serjeant. 

Dar. (looks out) Hem ! yes, Pm coming, Sir. 
(ſeems as if anſwering Jomebody without) 

Pat. Oh, yonder 1s the ne (looking out) 
Where are you going? 

Dar. To meet him. (going the contrary way) III 
be with you preſently, Sr. (looks at Patrick) Hem 
—pglory—row de dow. [ Exit. 

Pat. Ha, ha, ha! the fight of a wound is 
enough for poor Darby—but now to ſee my 
{weet Norah, and then for a pitcher of friend- 
ſhip with my old companions. 
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The wealthy fopl with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill deſire to grow richer; 
Give me but health, I aſk no more, 
My little girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


» My friend ſo rare, \ 
7 _ My girl ſo fair, \ 
K With ſuch what mortal can be richer ; 

el Poſſeſs'd of theſe, a fig for care, 

My little girl, my friend and pitcher. 


7 IIs 
From morning ſun, I'd never grieve, - 
To toil, a Hedger, or a Ditcher; 
If that when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 


My friend, &c. 


III. / h 


Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, | 2 
(I know not what can thus bewitch her;) 
With all my heart; can I be poor, 


With my ſweet gir!, my fend and pitcher. 


My friend, &c. 


SCENE II. 
Irfide of FaTHER Luke's Houſes | 


[ Exit into houſe: 


. BaGaTELLE diſcover'd, ſpeaking at a chamber dur. 


Bag. I wou'd only ſpeak von vord vit you. 
Ouvrez la porte, ma chere; do open de door, 


Mademoiſelle Norah. 


Nor. 
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N-. within) 1 requeſt, Sir, you'll . 
Bag. — —_— me de von Nec kiſs i * | 
Ner. (within) Upon my word this is exceed: 
ing rude behaviour, and if my uncle finds you 
here ſee what he'll ſay to you, 2 
K. . — Oh de Father Luke; begar he 
_— Tam going; Mademoiſelle | 


Noah, I am go 
Pat. (without) ) Where is my charming No- 
Bag. Ah, mal peſte! begar, I am all take. 1 


rah? 
vill Ride (goes . a cloſet ) 
Enter Pargick. 


Pat. Eh! all the Joon open, and nobody =: 
home. (knocks at the chamber door) Who's here? 
Nor. (within) You're a very rude man, and I 
deſire you'll leave the houſe, 
: Pat. Leave the houſe! a kind reception after 
. year's abſence. 
Nor. Sure I know that voice. 


Enter NoRAn. 


My Patrick 

Pat. My dear, dear Norah! 

Nor. If I was dear to you, ah Patrick, how 
cou'd you leave me? 

Pat. And were you ſorry far my going? 

Nor, Judge of my ſorrow at your abſence, by 
theſe tears of joy for your return. 
Pat. My ſweet girl! this precious moment 
makes amends for all the dangers and atiguns 
I've ſuffer'd ſince our parting, 

Bag. Ah, pauvre Bagatelle! (aſide) 

002 Pai. 


— 
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Pat. I heard a noiſe! 
Nor. Oh heav'ns, if it ſhou'd be ay uncle, 
| —what ſhall I do? he's more averſe to our union 
than ever.—Hold, I'Il run to the door. WEST 

Pat. And if you hear Father Luke coming up 
ſtairs, I'll ſtep in here, (opens door, and diſcovers 
Bagatelle) Is this your ſorrow for my e 
and tears for my return? WT, 
Bag. Begar Monkigur, I am ſorry for your 

return. | 
Nor. How unlucky ! | | 

Bag. Monſieur, votre ſerviteur. | 

Pat. Shut up here with a ralcally Hair-dreſ; 
ſer! - 

Bag. Hair-drefſer Monſieur, * you ſhall give 
me ge ſatisfaction, I vill challenge you, 0 L 
vill meet you vid 

Pat. With your Curling Irons. * 

Bag. Curling Irons! Ah, ſacre Dieu! 

Pat. Hold your tongue, except you hike ta 
walk out of a window. 

Bag. Monſieur, to oblige you, I vill val out 
of de vindre, but I vou'd rather valk down ſtairs; 
I'm not particular in dat point. 
Pat. March Sitrah ! or I'll cudgel you while 
I can hold a 4plinter of Shelelah. 

Bag. Cudgel ! Monſieur, vill you take a pinch 
of ſnuff?—non! oh den I put up my box, and 

bid you bon j Jour, ſerviteur Mademoiſelle N orah. 

Exit. 

Pat. Ah, Norah! cou'd I have believed this 
of you ? a 
Nor. Cou'd I have believ'd Patrick wou'd 
have harbour'd a thought to my diladvantage ? 
—And can you think me falſe ? 5 

Pat. 
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Pat. If 1 d0 Norah, my heart is the only ſuf- 
ferer, | ; LL 


DUET. 


Pat. A Roſe tree full in bearing, 
| Had ſweet flowers fair to ſee ; 

One Roſe beyond comparing, 
For beauty attracted me. 

Tho' eager once to win it. 
Lovely, blooming, freſh, and gay; 

I find a Canker in it, 
And now throw it far away. 


Nor. How fine this morning early, 
All ſun-ſhiny, clear and bright; 
So late I lov'd you dearly, 
Tho? loſt now each fond delight. 
The clouds ſeem big with ſhowers, - 
' Sunny beams no more are ſeen 
Farewell ye happy hours, ' 
Your falſehood has chang'd the ſcene. 


: [ Exeunt ſeverally . 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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SCENE I. 
The Country. 


Amy Os 9 l — 
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Enter PATRICK. 


Dine. l 


a» 5 — 


PATRICK. 


— 


Ar I'm but a common mak. and file; it is 
not of this Frenchman I ſhou'd be jealous: my 


Norah I find has given her heart to an officer— 
no matter - 


_ 


5 2 * "% 2 \ * "4 — 


« AIR, —Parrick. 


Why breathe ſo rude, thou northern wind 
Be gentle unto me; 
I lov? 4 a maiden moſt unkind, 
No fairer ſhall you ſee: 
Her vows were ſoft as weſtern ir: 
Whilſt flocks are penn'd in fold; 
T thought ſhe liſten'd to my tale, 
She left me, ah! for Gold. 


Full I. ſexton with thy ſpade, 
Oh make my bed a boon; 
et tho” to rell is Patrick laid, 


Thy bells ring out this tune, 
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Beneath this bank of tufted graſs, 
Ye faithful ſwains be told, 
Is laid the youth that lov'd the laſs, | 
Who left him, ah! for Gold. i 


Enter DarBr. 
Dar. Ho Pat! Paddy! Ay there he 

finging about the roads like a diſcarded fowl ; fo 
am I, but 'why ſhou'd Kathleen like Dermot 
better nor I? Well, well, I'm ſure I'm as— 
ſhew me a compleater fellow I can wreſtle— _ 
I'm a good hurler—I can cudgel—l can play up- 
on the pipes, and I can dance—(dances) and I 
can—ſhew me a compleater fellow, that's all 
| ==( Kathlane ſings without) Oh, here ſhe comes. 


Enter KATHLANE. 


Kath, What are you there, fooliſh Darby ? 

Dar. Now am I puzzled whether to take a 
friendly glaſs of punch with Patrick yonder, or 
ſtay here and kiſs you. 

Kath. So betwixt my lips and a glaſs of punch, 
you're the aſs between two bundles of 

Dar. Now I'm an aſs—you're a bundle of 
ſweet—fince nobody's by I'll make hay while 
the ſun ſhines—kiſs me Kathlane and then ÞI1 
be in clover, | x 

Kath. No, I'll not take ſuch a rake as you 
when I goa hay- making, I aſſure you. 

Dar. See there now! YN 

Rath. Ay, and fee there again now, you know 
Darby Tam an heireſs, and ſo take your anſwer 
you're no match for me. 

Dar. 
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Dar. An heireſs! Why tho” your father, old 
Jorum that kept the Harp and Crown, left you 
well enough in. the world, as a body may ſay; 

cl | ; 
Käatb. Well enough, you diſparaging fellow! 
Did'nt my poor father leave me a fortune of 
eleven pounds—a barrel of ale upon draught— 
the dappled mare, beſides the furniture of- the 
whole houſe, which ?prais'd to the matter of thirty 
eight ſhillings ! Well enough indeed! 

Dar. ( feothing.) Nay, but Kathlane— _ 

Kath. (Paſſionate.) Well enough ! And did'nt 
he leave me the bald filley, you puppy? 
Dar. Oh, now ſhe's got upon the bald filley— 
the devil-ca'n't take her down — 5 
_ Kath. A pretty thing to ſay to a girl of my 
fortune. o 


AIR. — Kat hlane. 


Dermot's welcome as the May, 
Chearful, handſome, and good natur'd; 
Fooliſh Darby, get away, | 
Aukward, clumſy, and ill- featur'd: 
Dermot prattles pretty chat ; 
Darby gapes like any oven : 
Dermot's neat from ſhoe to hat ; 
Darby's but a dirty ſloven. 
Lout looby, 
Silly booby, 
Come no more to me courting ; 
Was my deareſt Dermot here, 
All is joy and gay ſporting, 


11. 


Dermot's teeth are white as egg⸗ 
Breath as ſweet as ſugar- candy: 


Then he's ſuch a handſome leg; 
Darby's knocky-kneed and bandy: 


Dermot 


| wa walks a comely pace ; 
Darby like an AG goes ſtumping: 
Dermot dances with ſuch grace: | | | 
Darby's dance is only jumping. | - 8 
Lout looby, | gi 
Silly booby, Se. 


Dar. So 1 muſt fall in love, I wiſh I'd firſt 
fell in the river; Oh dear! (gb) 


Bag. (without) Oh, Monſieur Darby! * 
Dar. Lord this is Mr. Bag and tail the Mon- "I bl 
: fieur, | | X Ly : 
Euter BAGATELLE. N 


Bag. Ah, ha ! Monſieur Darby, begar I 
did look all about and I could no end you. 
Dar. That's becauſe Pm ſo wrap'd in love. 

Bag. Monſieur Pat ſhall fight a me: 

Dar. Oh, you're going to fight Pat. 

Bag. Oui, and dis is the deadly challenge, de 
lettee de mort. 

Dar. Oh, what you'll leather him more. 
Bag. Dis ſoldier Patrick did affront me be- 
fore Mademoiſelle Norah, and I vil have de fa- 
tisfation—Begar 1 vill kill ſoldier Pat, and you 
ſall be my friend. 

Dar. Can't you as well kill Dermot, and then 
you'll be my friend but why kill Pat? 

Bag. Ce Monficur Pat, quel Barbare 

Dar. Oh, becauſe you're a barber. 

Bag. Voud you affront me: 

Dar. Not I. 

Bag. You vil. be my friend, if you vil give 
dis challenge to Monſieur Patrick, 

Dar. Give it me—by the Lord Harry, man, 
he ſhall have it. 


VOL. I, r Þ Bag. 
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Bag. I vill not truſt dat Lord Pr man 


Give it yourſelf. 


Dar. Well, I will, 168 
Bag. Dere i it is Le Duc's coachman did write | 


a 


It for me as he is Englis. 


Dar. Let's ſee. (Opens it and dra, « Sir, 
"3 Hopping II run 


this comes hoppi 


all the way if that will do—* that you're in good 


« health, as I am at this preſent writing -I tell 


© you what friend, tho you think yourſelf a 


“great officer, you don't . me walk ont 


c of a window, and this comes to let you know 


6 'I have Norah in ſpite of you, III be damn'd 
ce if don't, and moreover than that, meet me 
* in the Elm Grove, at Seven in the Evening, 
« when you muſt give me ſatisfaction, but n 
« with curling irons, till then I'm yours, as in 
duty bound.“ 

Bag. Oui, dat is de etiquette of the challenge, 
T put no name for fear of de law. 

Dar. It is not directed, but Pat ſhall have it. 


Bag. Fort dien. 
Dar. I know Pat is Norah's {weetheart—but 


how did he affront you ? 

Bag. Affront, begar he did take __ his hat 
and make me a low bow, 

Dar, That was an affront indeed. 

Bag. And den ſays he, Monſieur, I ſhould be 
much oblige to you if you vil do me the honour 
to valk out of the window, 

Dar. Well you could not do leſs, he was fo 
civil. | 

Bag. Ah ha, Monſieur, fays I, begar I vil 
make you walk down ſtairs, vid dat I did lift 
my leg and give him one blow dat did kick him 


from de top to de bottom. 
Dar. 
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Dar. You kickt him down ſtairs and for that 
he muſt give you ſatiefaQion, | 
Bag. Dat is it, Monſieur Darby, I voud not 
truſt de upper domeftiques at the Dukes, nor 
employ de lower ſervants. upon dis affair of ho. 
nour—You muſt come to de fight vid me—l 
have de piſtols; 
Dar. Piſtols _ 
Bag. Oui, you fall be my {ceonde. 
Dar. Piſtols | Second—Eb, coud'nt I be third 
or fourth ? 
Bag. Ah, Monſieur, you are wrong, toute 
autre choſe. | 
Dar. Oh, I mull get two other ſhoes. 
_ -  (Tookrns at his feet. 
Bag. Non—Vel, Monſieur Darby, now I have 
ſent my challenge, am ready in de duel to de- 
_— e point of honour, and fo I vil go—bruſh 
aſter's coat. [ Exit. 
* Piſtols ! I don't much like giving this 
challenge to Pat—he's a devil of a fellow ſince 
he turned Soldier; the boy at the alehouſe ſhall 
give it him, for as Pat bid Monſieur walk out of 
a window, he may deſire me to walk up the 
chimney. Exit. 


—— ——᷑ — a | ; 
SCENE 11, 


Enter NoRam. 


Ner. No where can I find him, and I fear my 
uncle will miſs me from home. My letter muſt 
have convinc'd him how he wrong'd me by his 


luſpicions, 
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Deareſt youth why thus delay, 


And leave me here a mourning; 
Ceaſeleſs tears while thou'rt away, ui. 
_ Muſt flow for thy returning. 
Winding brooks if by your ſide, 
My carelefs love is ſtraying; 
Gently murmpr, ſoftly chide, 
And ſay for him I'm ſtaying. 


II, 
Meads and Groves I've wander'd o'er, 
In vain dear youth to find thee ; * 
Come, ah come and part no more, 
Nor leaye thy love behind thee. 
On yon green hill P1I fit till night, 
My careful watch ftill keeping; 
But if he then not bleſs my fight, * 
PII lay me down a weeping, 


He comes My Patrick ! 
Enter PATRICK, 


Pat. My dear Norah, excuſe my delay; buy. . 
ſo many old acquaintances in the village. 
Nor. You had my letter? | 

Pat. Yes, and I'm aſham'd of my folly, to be 


jealous of ſuch a Baboon too. 


Nor. Aye, he'd be ſoon diſcharg'd if his maſ- 


ter Capt. Fitzroy knew of his preſumption, 


Pat. Ah, Norah, I feel more terror at that 


one Captain's name, than I did at the ſight of a 
whole army of enemies, drawn up in battle array 
againſt me. 


Nor. My deareſt Patrick only be conſtant, 


love me as I think you do, and mine is fixt on 


ſuch 
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ſuch a baſis of permanent affection, as never” to 
be ſhaken. : 

Pat. And can you prefer z poor foot folier 
to a Captain, my ſweet Norah ? 

Nor. Ah, my Patrick, you may be only a ork. 
yate in the army, but you're a Field Officer here, 


(/ays her hand to ber heart) 
Pat. Charming, generous girl! 


AIR.—Patrick. 


Tho? Leixſlip is proud of it's cloſe hady bowers, 
It's clear falling waters and murmuring caſcades, 

Its groves of fine myrtle, its beds of ſweet flowers, 
Its lads ſo well dreſs'd and its neat pretty maids. 

As each his own village muſt ſtill make the moſt of, 
In praiſe of dear Carton I hope I'm not wrong; 


ear Carton containing what kingdoms may boaſt of, 
*Tis Norah, dear Norah the theme of my ſong. 


11. 


Be gentlemen fine with their ſpurs and nice boots On, 

Their horſes to ſtart on the Currah Kildare, | 
Or dance at a ball with their ſunday new ſuits on, 

Lac'd waiſtcoat, white gloves and their neat powder'd 

hair. 

Poor Pat while ſo bleſt in his mean humble ſtation, 
For gold or for acres he never ſhall Jong ; 

One ſweet {mile can give him the wealth of a nation, 
From Norah, dear Norah, the theme of my ſong. 


Enter FirzRov behind in @ plain ſcarlet frock and 
round hat, 


Fit. (Alle) My little country wife in compa- 
ny with a common ſoldier ! 

Nor: Don't fail te come to our houſe as you 
promis'd, for at that time my uncle will be 
down at Dermot's.—IT've a notion 'twill be a 

match 
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mateh between him and Kathleen, my ** 
2 guardian Adieu my Patrick. You'll come 
« (parting tenderly) _ + [Extt Norab. 
"Mas Happy Dermot | his Kathleen. had not 
charms to attract the attention of this gentle. 
man, but becanſe Norah is moſt beautiful, Pa- 
trick is moſt unhappy. 

Fitz. (aſide) This is a timely and fortavats dit. 

ſhould have been 
in a hopeful way Tl endeavour to conceal my 
emotions and ſpeak to this fellow. (advancing): A 
pretty girl you've _—_ _ brother ſoldier. 

Pat. She's hand | 

Fitz. You ſeem to be weit with her eh? 

Pat. (fighs) But without her. 

. Fitz, Oh, then you think you hal be without 
er 7 

Pat. Yes, Sir. 

Fitz. What parts you ? 

Pat. My poverty. 

Fitz. Why, ſhe don't ſeem to de nch! 

Pat. No, Sir, but my rival i 18. | 

Fitz. Oh, you've a rival? 

Pat. I have, Sir. 

Fitz, Now for a character of myſelf, (afide) 
Some rich raſcal, I fuppoſe, 9 
Pat. Sir, I envy his riches only, becauſe they 
give him a ſuperior claim to my Norah; and 
for your other epithet, I'm ſure he don't de- 

ſerve it. 

Fitz. How ſo? 

Pat. Becauſe he's an officer, and therefore A 
man of honor, 

Fitx. It's a pity, my friend, that you're not 
an officer, you feem to know ſo well what an 
officer ſhould be—pray, have you been in any 
action ? 

P at, 


Pat. {have foes fame farvice'ia Sir, 
Fitz. Carolina ? | Amer 
Pat. Yes, Sir; 1 Was at the crofling of Beat- 
tie s Ford. 

Fitz. (with emotion) Indeed! = Y 

Pat. I'd an humble ſhare too, in our very 
of the 15th March at Guilford, under our brave 
officers, Webſter, Leſlie, and Tarleton. 

Fitz Were you in the action at Beattie's Ford? 

Pat. Here's my witneſs, Sir. (takes off bis hat) 
I receiv'd this wound in the reſcue of an officer 
who, having fall'n, muſt have, periſh'd by a de- 
termin'd bayonet. 

Fitz. By heav'n ! the very ſoldier that ſav'd 
my life. (afide) then I ſuppoſe he rewarded you 
handſomely ? 

Pat. I look't for no reward, Sir.-I fought— 
twas my duty as a ſoldier ; to protect a fall'n man 
was but an office of humanity.—Good morning 
to your honor, 

Fitz. Where are you going now my friend? 
Pat, To abandon my country for ever. 


Fitz. (afide) Poor fellow !—But, my lad, 1 


think you'd beſt keep the field, for if the girl 
likes you, ſhe'll mas: © prefer you to your 
wealthy rival. 

Pat. And for that reaſbn MII refign her to him. 
As I love her, Ill leave her to the good fortune 
ſhe merits ; twould be only love to myſelf ſhould 
I involve her in my indigence. | 

Fitz. Yowll take your leave of her thoy ? 

Pat. No, Sir—l told her I'd meet her at her 
uncle's, but I think it better even to break a pro- 
miſe, than expoſe her to the pangs of a ſepara- 
tion, which, without ſc!f-flattery, I know muſt 


grieve her tender heart 
| . 
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itz. Well, but my lad, take my advice aud 
ſee the girl once again before you go. 
Pat. Sir, I'm olilig'd to you you muſt be 4 
good natur'd gentleman, and I 1l take your ad- 


 vice.—Then I will venture to ſee my Norah once 


more, for if even Father Luke turns me ont of 
his houſe, I ſhan't be much diſappointed. 


A . .nl 


Farewell wy dear Norah, adieu to Faber p peace, 

Ah, fay cruel fate, when my ſorrow ſhall ceaſe ; 
I fear 4 neither muſket nor cannon nor ſword, 

Farewell is my terror, for death's in that word! ' 

Yet farewell to Norah, adieu to ſweet peace, 

Ah, fay, cruel fate when my ſorrow ſhall ceaſe. 


[Exit Patrick, 


Fix. What 4 noble ſpirit there let the em- 
broider d epaulet take a cheap leſſon of bravery, 
honor and generolity from On a * and 
worſted lace. | 


' 


Enter Bor with a letter, 


Boy. Pray, Sir, are you the man in the red 
coat ? 

Hitz Ha, ha, ha! Why, yes, my little hero, ; 
1 think I am the man in the red coat. 


Bey. Then Darby deſir'd me to give yoy that. 
. [Exit unpert Hived. 


duty bound. 
my little friend, where is this Mr. Darby. (/ooks 
round) Eh! why the herald is offt—my Norah 
ſeems to have plenty of lovers here—but how 
has my attachment tranſpir'd ? Seven o'clock in 


Fitz. (opening the letter) Darby ! a new correſ- 
pondent—(reads) * This comes hopping, —— 
—A curious challenge, and pray 


the 
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the Elmgrove—Well; we ſhall ſee what ſort of 
Hero Mr. Darby is.— This charming girt! A 
pretty ſnare maſter Cupid has led me into. 
How unlucky, to erect fo fair àa manſion on ano- 
ther man's foundation! n 4 

Thou little cheat, return my heart, 

For if you've loit your own, | 

Tis but at beſt a roguiſh art, 


To coax poor me with mine to part 
And yours for ever gone, | 


Hence ye graces, ſmiles, and loves. 
| Tender figh and falling tear, 
Venus harneſs all thy doves, 
_ Cupid quit thy manſion here, 


Heal my wound and ſooth my pain, 
Roſy Bacchus chear my ſoul ; 
If the urchin comes again, 
Drown him in thy flowing bowl. 


[ Exit, 


SCENE III. 
Outfide of Dz RMOT'S Cottage. 


Lo 


F SO | 2) 
Enter FaTHER LUKE and DERMOT 


F. Luke. Well now Dermot, I've come to your 
houſe with you—what is this buſineſs ? 

Der. Oh, Sir, I II tell you. | | 

F. Luke. Unburthen your conſcience to me, 
child —ſpeak freely—you know I'm your ſpiritual 
confeſſor, ſo I muſt examine into the ſtate: of 


your ſoul—tell- me—have you tapp'd the barrel 
of ale yet? 


Ts ERR 8 Der, 


Der. That 1 have, n and you ſhall taſte it, 
Een 
F. Luke, Aye, he wints to come round mo 
for my ward Kathlane, 2. | 


FeAl Dzxuor with Ale. 


My hs child, what's that? 

Der. Only your favorite brown jug, Sir.— 

F. Luke. (taking it) Now, child, why will you 
do theſe things? Tarints) 

Der. I'll prime him well before I mention 
Kathlane.—Its a hard heart that a ſup can't ſoften, 
(fide) 

F. Luke. Boy, what ſignifies your jug, you 
know I don't think of it without a tender ſfong— 
you're a country lad and a ſhepherd, and a lover, 


Der. All that I ſurely am, Sir, 
AIR.—DzRrmorT. 


| My ſheep feaſt on lowers, and fine is their wool, 
My dog he is faithful my bottle is full : 
And green is tlie paſture, and blue is the ſky, 
And Aura ſoft whiſpers in amorous ſigh, 
A note from my pipe is the joy of the plain, 
That couples in dancing the nymph owl, the ſwain, 
Tho? ſmiles of bright ſummer encircle my year, 
Alas ! all is nothing---Kathlena's not hers | 1 


Gay Shelah preſents me a bowl of ſweet cream, 
Fond Oonah requeſts Id i interpret her dream; 5 
For ſaving nn that fell into the brook, * 
Each wove me a chaplet to hang on my crook. 
All mine are the meadows that round I behold, 

And mine are the flocks that at ſun-ſet I fold, 

My neighbours are cheerful, their friendſhip fincere, 
Alas! all is nqthing---Kathlena's not en. ; 


[Exit into the Houſes 
Enter 


x 
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Enter Dazar, 


Dar. Howdo- — Father Luke ? 

F. Luke: Go away Darby, you're a rogue. 

Dar. Father Luke, conſent that I ſhall marry 
Kathlane, 

F. Late. You marry Karklane, you reprobate ! 

hep. Give her to me, and I'll give your rey'rence 
a ſhee 


uke. Oh, well, I always thought you were a 
— that woud come to good—a ſheep !—You 
ſhall have Kathlane—You've been very wicked. 
Dar. Not I, Sir. 
F. Tale. What l an't I your prieſt, and know 
what wickedneſs is—but repent 1t and marrv. 
Dar. Yes, Sir, I'll marry and repent it. 


AIR—F. Luke. 


You know I'm your Prieſt and your conſcicncs'i is mine, 
But if you grow wicked it's not a good ſign, 
So leave off your raking and marry a Wife 
And then my 4c Darby you're ſettled for life. 
Sing Ballynomona Oro, 
A goog merry wedding for me, 


11 


The banns being publiſh'd to Chapel we go, 
The Bride and the Bride- groom in coats white as ſnow, 
So modeſt her air and ſo ſheepiſhyour look, 
You out with your ring and I pull out my book. 
Sing, Ballynomona Oro, 
i good merry wedding for me. 


I thumb 
QQ 2 
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I thumb out the place and I then read away, . l 
She bluſhes At love, and ſne whiſpers obey, ö | * 
© __. You take her dear hand to have and to hold, 
1 ſhut up my Book and I pocket your gold. 
Sing Ballynomona Oro, 1 8 
Ihe ſnug little Guinea for me. 


x >» Trad . = 
— < 
, A 


IV. 


The neighbours wiſh joy to the Bridegroom and Bride, 
The piper before us, you march fide by fide, 
A plentiful dinner gives mirth to each face, 
The piper plays up, myſelf I ſay grace. 
| Sing Ballynomona Oro, | 
A good wedding dinner for me. 


You ſhall have Kathlane and here ſhe comes. 
Dar. (Bowing.) Thank you, Sir. | Both retire, 
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Enter KATHLANE, with à bird in a Cage. 


AIR.—Kathlane. 


Sweet bird I caught thee in thy neſt , , 
And fondling plac'd thee in my breaſt, Ys 
When thou wert helpleſs, weak and young, 
Unfledg'd thou couds't not wing the air, 
I cheriſh'd thee with tender care, 

Be grateful pay me with a ſong. 


Ah what to thee are groves and fields, 
The tempting gifts gay Flora yields, 
Why pant and flatter to be free? 
Ten thouſand dangers are abroad, 
6. . Then in thy ſmall, but ſafe abode, 
Content and cheerful ſing for me. 


Thon 
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Thou thinks't not of the various ills 8 
The wintry blaſt that often kills, 19 
I'd fain thy little life prolong, | 
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The ruffian Hawk preſcribes it's date 
The levelPd gun is charg'd with fate 
Here brave them in thy warbling ſong. 
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Oh, Father, is Dermot within, Sir? 

F. Luke. Kathlane, don't think of Dermot | 
To her man, put your beſt leg foremoſt. 

Dar. I don't know which is my beſt leg. 

F. Luke. Go (males. Agnus to Darby.) 

Dar. Oh, I muſt go and give her a kiss. 
(kiſſes her.) He, he, hel — wat ſweet lips! 
he, he, he — Speak for me, Sir. 

F. Luke. Hem Child Kathlane—Is the ſheep 
fat ? 

Dar. As bacon! 

F. Luke, Child, this boy will md you a good 
huſband, won't you Darby? 

Dar. Yes, Sir. 

Kath. Indeed Father wake 3 I'll have nobody 
but Dermot. 

F. Luke. I tell you child, Dermot san ugly 
man and a bad chriſtian. 
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EnerDeanor. 


Don Yes De:mot's a bad man and an ugly 
chriſtian. . 

F. Luke. Come here Dermot, take your mug, 
you empty fellow, (throws it away) I am going 
to marry Kathlane mn and you muſt give her 
away. 

Der. Give her away | I muſt have her firſt, and 
it was to aſk your conſent that I— | 

F. Luke. Fh, what! you marry her! no ſuch 
thing—pur it out of your head, 


Der. 
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Der. If that's the caſe, Father Luke, the two 
ſheep that I intended as a preſent for you, I'll 
dine to the fair to-morrow. and get drunk with 

the money. [ Going. 

F. Lute. (panſes.) Hey, two ſheep ! (afide.) 
Come back here; it's a (in to get drunk. Darby 
if you've nothing to do, get about your buſineſs 

Dar. Sir! 

F. Luke. Dermot, Child ! Is'nt it this evening I 
am to marry you to Kathlane ? 

Dar. Him! why lord Sir, it's me that you're 
to marry to her. 

F. Luke. You, you ordinary fellow 

Dar. Yes Sir, you know I'm to give you— _ 

F. Luke, (Apart to Dermot.) Two ſheep ? 
(loud to Darby.) You don't marry Kathlane. 

Dar. No! 

F. Luke. No, tis two to one againſt you. So 
get away. Darby. 

Kath. and Der. Aye, get away Darby. | 

F. Jute. (To Kath. and Der.) Children, I ex- 
pet Capt. Fitzroy at my houſe for my niece 

orah and I'll couple you all as ſoon as 1 clap 


my thumb upon matrimony: . 
QUARTETTE. F. Luke, Dermot, Darey and 


Kathlane, 
Kath. to Der. You the point may carry 
If a while you tarry. 
2 Dar. But for you 


I tell you true, 
No, you PII never marry. 


Cho. Lou the Point, &c. 
Der. Care our ſouls diſow ning, 
Punch our ſorrows drowning, 
Laugh and love, 


And ever prove 
Joys, joys our wiſhes crowning. 


Che. Care our, &c. 
Dar. 
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Dar. ICT — bacon; + 
| | D 


fer.) 
hen thro? the world I'll wander, 
Pl fob and figh ok WL 
Until I die, . 
| A poor forſaken Gander. 
Cbo. a 0 To the church, &c. 


F. Luke, Each pious Prieſt fince Moſes, 
| One bey truth diſcloſes, 1 
Pou're never vext, 
If this the tet 
Go fuddle all your noſes. 
Che Each Pious, Ec. 


— 1 — — : 
SCENE IV. 


A Grove. L 


Enter Firzzor. 


Fitz. Who can this challenger be ? Some hay- 
maker perhaps meet me with a reaping hook, 
ha, ha, ha! | 

Bag. (without.) Venen ici. 


Fitz. (Looking out.) Eh, my man Bagatelle.— 


Ah, the. officious puppy I ſuppoſe has, heard of 

the affair, and is come to prevent miſchief. | 
Bag. ny © Come along Monſieur Darby. 
Fitz. Darby! che name the boy mentioned 

Let's ſer. | [ Retires. 


Enter 


[Excunt, 
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Enter Dazvy, with a Piſtol, and e 
| with a Sword. | 


8 Mr. Bag and Tall. LI 

Bag. Well? | 

Dar, When! fall, as to be ſure] Mall—chat is, 
if Pat's ſecond is as wicked as I am, bring my 
corpſe to Dermot and Kathlane's wedding. 

Bag. I vil Monſieur Darby. | 

Dar. But do you think 1 may be kill d ? 

Bag. Very like. 

Dar. Hem!—He's not here—we'll go home. 

Bag. Ah, ha ! firſt I vill fight him vid de piſtol 
and den I vil fight him vid de ſword. 

Dar, I'd rather you'd fight him with the eg 
firſt, 2 0 

Bag. Pourquot-—why fo? . 

Dar. Becauſe I long to ſee a little ſword play, 
and if you ſhould be killed with the piſtols, then 
I'm — I 

Fitz. (afide.) Can Bagatelle be the challenger? 

Dar. When Pat ſhoots I get behind you. 
(/tands at his back ) You're curſed thin, one might 
as well ſtand behind a pitch fork; 1 wiſh you were 
9 

Bag. Ab, Diable! ! wou'd you have me Durch- 
man? 

Dar. Indeed I wou'd upon this occaſion---1'd 
Tather fight behind a Dutch Weaver than a French 
Churchwarden. 

Bag. Soldier Pat did bid me valk out of de 
vinder.---Ah, ha, begar [ vil make him yalk out 
of de vorld. | 

Hitz. ( Advances.) Servant Gentlemen. 

Bag. Mon Maitre ! 

| Fil. 
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Fitz... So you ſend challenges, you raſcal 
(ſhews- letter to: Darby) j 
Dar. Me, Sir! Not I, Sir Oh! yes, Ge, 1— 
No, Sir, I got it from Monſieur Dag and I. 

(frightened). 

Bag. (afide). Ah dne - 

Fitz, (to Bagatelle) Had you the den ce 
to write ſuch a letter as this? 

Bag. Non, Monſieur—the Duke's coachman. 

Fitz. Coachman; firrah!. 

Bag. Oui, Monſieur—I vil tell your Honor all 
touchant cet affaire. Sir, I was- 

Dar. Hold your jabbering—1 1 tell the whole 
ſtory in three words. Sir; you muſt know, 
Pat, the ſoldier No Monſieur Bag and Tail— 
was Father Luke's houſe - come up ſtairs— 
no—Norah. bid him—ſays Pat, ſays he— fp 
Bagatelle) What did he ſay ? Oh, ſhe ſhut t 
door—out of the window: and before Pat — 
—no—after—how was it? (to Bagatelle) 

Bag. Oui, dat vas de whole air 

Dar, Yes, Sir, that was the whole affair. 

Fitz, Upon my word, very clearly explain'd. 

Dar. Yes, I didn't go to ſchool for nothing. 

Fitz. I find my little Norah is the object of 
univerſal gallantry. . (ade) 

Bag. Ah, Monſieur. 

F Fitz. Begone, ſirrah; and if ever I find you 
concern'd in letters of this kind again, you get a 
lettre de catcher. 

Bag. Ah malheureux! [ Exit. 

Dar. (calling after him) Yes, Monſieur, you'd 
better ſtick to the curling-irons, 

Fitz. Yes, my friend, and you had better 
ſtick to your flail and ſpade than meddle with 
{word and piſtol, None but gentlemen ſhou'd 

VOL. I. R R have 
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have privilege to murder one another in an ho- 
norable way; but, when duelling thus defcends, 
let them be aſham'd of a practice, the fatal con- 
ſequences of which precludes him from hope of 
mercy who dies in the commiſſion of a premedi- 
tated crime, and delivers the ſurvivor to the 
ſharpeſt pains of remorſe. (going) 

Dar. One word, Sir, if you pleaſe, 

Fitz. (returning) Well, my honeſt friend! 

Dar. Now, Sir, Kathlane's quite loſt, there's 
one thing troubles me; and Ill leave it to you 
which of the two, Dermot or I, is the prettieſt 
boy for it ? 

Fitz. Ha, ha, ha! Stupid ſcoundrel! [ Exit. 

Dar. Stupid ſcoundrel! You a captain! Hal. 
loo, corporal! (calls after Fitzroy) 


Re-enter FrrzRox. 


Fitz. (threat ning) How! 

Dar. (turning and calling to the other fa) 1 
ſay you, corporal. [ Exit Fitzroy. 

Dar. Such a ſwaggerer! Aye, I muſt go to 
town, and learn to talk to theſe people. 


AlR.—Darby. 


Since Kathlane has prov'd ſo untrue, 
Poor Darby, ah! what can you do? 
No longer I'll ſtay here a clown, 
But ſell off, and gallop to town: 

Pl! dreſs, and I'M ſtrat with an air, 
'The barber ſhall frizzle my hair. 


II. 
In Dublin I'll cut a great daſh; - 
But how ſor to e the caſh? : 
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At ing, perhaps. I may win, | 
With cards I can take the flats in: UI 
Or trundls falſe dice, and they're nick'd ; 
If found out, I ſhall only be kick'd. 


III, 
But, firſt, for to get a great name 
A duel eſtabliſh my fame: 
To my man then a challenge Pl write, 
But, firſt, I'll take gare he won't fight: 
We'll ſwear not to part till we fall. | ; 
; Then ſhoot with our powder, and---the — 1 a ball. 
| | | | Exit. 


SCENE V; and laſt, 


Infide of Fatagr Luxx's Houſe. 


F. Luke. (within) Aye, I'll teach you to run 
after ſoldiers. 
Nor. (within) Dear, Sir! 


Enter FarRHER LukE and Nokan. 


F. Luke. Come along. If you won't have 
Captain Fitzroy you go to Boulogne. Pat, the 
ſoldier, indeed! I'll ſend you to a convent—1 
will by my function. 

Nor. Sir, I am contented, | | 

F. Luke. Contentèd! Very fine. So you put 
me into a paſſion, and now you're, contented. 
Go—get in there, Mrs. Knapſack, (puts her in, 
and locks the door) (taps at the door with the key) 
conſent to marry Captain Fitzroy, or there you 
ſtay till I ſhip you for France, 
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Enter Frrzzov; 


Fitz. Eh, Father Luke! Who': S going to 
France? 

F. Luke. Only a young lady here within, Sir, 
that's a little refractory. She wan't marry you, 
Sir. 

Fitz. Refuſe my hand! Well, that I did not 
expect. But do you reſign her to me, Sir? 

F. Luke. There, with that key, I deliver up 
my authority. (gives key) And now, if I can 
find. Mr. Patrick, her foldier, he goes to the 
county gaol for a vagabond. A jade! to loſe 
the opportunity of N herſelf a lady, and 
me a biſhop. [ Exit. 

Fitz. Oh! here is her ſoldier. Now, I 
muſt ſeem cruel only to be kind.” 


Enter ParRICK. 


Pat. Well, Sir, by your advice I have ven- 
tur'd here, like a ſpy, into the enemy's camp. 
Fitz. (fternly) Pray, my friend, were you ever 
brought to the halberts ? 

Pat. Sir | 

Fitz. How came you abſent from your regi- 
ment? have you a furlough ? 

Pat. (confus'd) Not about me, Sir. 

Fitz. I have the honor to bear the King's 
commiſſion, and am  oblig'd to take you up for 
a deſerter. 

Pat, Sir, it was a reliance on your honor and 
| oe nature that trapann'd me here; therefore, 

hope you won't exert an authority which I had 
no ſuſpicion, at that time, you had a right to. 


Fitz. 
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Fitz; No talk, Sir; it was for the good of the 
ſervice I trapann'd you hither, as you call it. 
I've a proper perſon prepar'd here, into whoſe 
cuſtody I ſhall deliver you. (unlocks the door) 

Pat. What a cruel piece of treachery ! tit) 

Fitz. eſenting Norab) Since you reject | 
madam, here's one that will 1 how to deal 
with you. | 

Nor. My Patrick ! F 

Pat. Oh, Norah! if this is 2401 let's kneel 
and thank our benefa&or.. 

Fitz. No, Patrick, you were my deliverer 
I am that very officer-whoſe life you ſavꝰd at 
Beatti's Ford, and the identical Captain Fitz 

roy who wou d have depriv d you of a treaſure 1 
now deliver to you with joy, as the reward of 
your generoſity, valour, and conſtan | 

F. Luke. (without) No, I can't find the run- 
away-raſcal, | 

Pat. Your uncle! 

Nor. Oh, heavens ! 

Hitz. Don't be alarm'd. 


Enter FaTutz Lux, DERNMor, . and 
KATHLANE. 


F. Luke. What's here! Patrick ! Dermot and 
Darby, lay hold of him. 

Der. Not J. 

Dar. I'm no conſtable. 

F. Luke. I fay take him, The ſerjeant ſhall 
lay hold of him. 

Dar. Why, Sir, the white ſerjeant has laid 

hold of him. 

Fitz. Dear Sir, don't be ſo violent againſt a 
young man that you'll preſently marry to your 


niece. 
F. Luke. 
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F. Luke. Me! | | 

Fi. Don't you wiſh to be 2 biſhop? 2 
F. Luke. A fine road to bring a foot ſoldier 
into my family; then a halbert muſt be my 
crofier, and my mitre a grenadiers cap, a common 
ſoldier indeed! 

Fitz. He's no longer ſo, I have a commiſſion to 
diſpoſe of, and I cannot ſer a higher value on it, 
than by beſtowing! it on one ſo worthy, 

F. Luke. An officer ! Oh, that's another thing. 

Dar. Pat an officer ! In iſt to-morrow in ſpite 
of the black patch. 

Pat. Sir, tho' it's a- vain attempt, my ſweet 

Norah and 1 ſhall endeavour to deſerve Le rea 

tronage and goodneſs. 
Kath, (to Norah.) My dear Norah, I wiſh you 
oy. 
J Dar. {apart to Kathlane) How dare you make 
ſo free with an officer's lady? 
F. Luke. But Captain, why do you give up my 


Niece ? 
Fitz. Sir, the Captain thought himſelf unworthy 


of her, when he found ſuperior merit in the poor 
Soldier. 


FINALE. 


Fitz, More true felicity I ſhall find | 
When thoſe are join'd, (79 Pat. and Nor.) 
By fortune kind ; | 
How pleaſing to me, 
So happy to ſee, 
» Such merit and virtue united. | 
Nor. No future ſorrows can grieve us, 
If you will pleaſe to forgave us 
To each kind frien 
We lowly bend, (curt/ies) 


Your pardon---with joy we're delighted. g 
F at, 
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Pat. With my commiſſion, yet deareſt life, 
| My charming wife, | 
> When drum and fife 
Shall beat up to arms, 
The plunder your charms, 
In love your poor ſoldier you'll find me. 
Kath, Love my petition has granted, 
1 get the lad that I wanted, 
Leſs pleas'd with a duke, 
When good Father Luke 
To my own little Dermot has join'd me. 
Dar. You impudent huſſey, a pretty rate > 
love you prate, 
But hark ye, Kate, 
Your dear little lad 
Will find that his pad 
Has got a nice---kick in her gallop. 
F. Luke. Now, Darby, upon my ſalvation, 
You merit excommunication, f 
In love but agree, | 
And ſhortly you'll ſee 
In marriage I 11 ſoon tie you all up. 
Der. The devil a bit o'me cares a bean, 
For neat and clean 
We'll both be ſeen, 
Myſelf and my laſs 
Next Sunday at maſs, ' 
And there we'll be coupled for ever. 
Pat. The laurel I've won in the field, Sirs, 
Yet now in a garden I yield, Sirs, 
Nor think it a ſhame 
Your mercy to claim, 
Your mercy's my ſword and my ſhield, Sirs. 


THE END, 
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y SCENE I. 
Mus. CAMOMILE'sS Houſe, 


Enter Mus. CaMoniLs and BErrr. 


Mus. CAMOMILE. 


* 
\ 


Berry, any body here, fince? 
Bet. No, Madam, but here's a ſtrange Ser- 


vant. 

Mrs. Cam. True, Mrs, Cockletop deſired me 

as I pafſed along Charing-Croſs, to enquire for 

one for her at the Regiſter-office.— Ha, ha, ha 

_ too fine a lady to look after theſe things 
erſelf, | 


Zet. Walk up, young man, [Exit Betty; 
382 | Enter 
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Enter Jozr. 


Joey. Sarvant. (nods) 
Mrs, Cam. Quite a ruſtic! How long have 
you been in Town? | | 

Joey Our Town? | - 
Mrs. Cam. London. - 

Joey. I thought as how you meant our Town, 
I com'd from Yerkſop, in the papacy. a of Nor, 
folk, to get a place. 

Mrs, Cam. Your name? 

Foey: What of it? 

Mrs, Cam. What is it? 

Joey. Oh, my name is Joey; but volks call d 
me Mr. joey all the way up, thof I com'd upon 
the Coach roof; for as it's near Chriſtmas time, 
all the inſide paſſengers were Turkeys. I quit. 
ted our village in a huff with one Nan Holli- 
day, my ſweetheart ; cauſe why, ſhe got Jealous 
and ſaucy given. 

Mrs. Cam. The wages that this Lady gives to 
her footboy, are eight Guineas a year. 

Joey. Guineas! that wo'n't do I muſt have 
eight Pounds, 
Mrs, Cam. Well, if you inſiſt upon pounds, 
ha, ha, ha | 
Joey. Oh, I'm hired. (lays big hat and flick n 
the table) 

Mr. Cam. You can give and take a nM ö 

y. Yes, ſure. 
(A loud Knockin nag ) 

Mrs; Cam. Then let's ſee? Run. 

Zoey. Where? 

Mrs. Cam. To the door, you blockhead. 

Joey. (goes to the room door and ſtands) Well, I 
be's at the door— What now ? 


% 


Mrs, 
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Mrs. Cam. Open the Street door. 


Joey. Oh! (going) Here comes a Lad. 


Mrs, Cam. Come up when you hear the bell. 
ey. Theſe gentlefolks don't moind what trou- 
ble they give a poor zarvant man. [Ex. 
Mrs. Cam. Belinda! tell, tel en | 


Enter BEIINV DA. 


Bel. My dear friend! I've quitted Southamp- 
ton Boarding- ſchool, without leave tho'. 

Mrs. Cam. My ſweet girl, I'm; very glad to 
ſee you; but is this a prudent ſtep? - 

Bel. To be ſure, when | was kept there ſo long 
againſt my will, by my aunt. 1 

Mrs. Cam. Ah Belinda, confeſs the truth: 
wasn't it to ſee your uncle's nephew Frank, 
that vou have ſcamper'd up to town? - 

Bel. Ha, ha, ha! Pon my honor, you're a witch: 
but ſuppoſe fo, why not? you and | were ſchool- 
fellows t'other day, yet, here you're married: 
but, apropos, how is your huſband ? 

Mrs. Cam. The Doctor is well, — 

Bel. You're already happy _ the man you 
love, while I'm kept at a boarding-(chool; when 
1 am able, even to teach my dancimg-maſter. 

Mrs. Cam. Why, my dear Belinda, fince your 
laſt letter, I've been planning ſchemes, how to 
make you happy with the man you love. 

Bel. My good creature, do tell me? 

Mrs. Cam. You know if your uncle Mr. Cock- 
letop's tooth -but aches, he fancies he'll die di- 
rectly, it he hasn't my huſband Dr. Camomile's 
advice ; he's the grand oracle of his health, the 


Barometer and Thermometer of his animal fy. 


tem. Now, as the Doctor is at Wincheſter on 


a viſit 
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2 vide to ſome of his College hatin, and won't 
leave his good orthodox bottle of Old Port to 
viſit him here in London; he ſhall viſit the + Dag 
tor at Wincheſter, if we can but get your Uncle 
to leave town, on that hangs my grand. ſcheme 
for the eſtabliſhment of you and Frank.—Your 
Aunt's maid Mrs. Flounce, and Mr. N ww the 

butler, are my confederates. 
Bel. * l but I muſt know it tho 


Enter . 22 ſome time). : | 


Joey. Well? 

Bel. And well. 

Joey. Pm com'd up as you bid me. 

Mrs. Cam. But you ou un t have come till 
you heard the bell. 

Joey, And, wounds! it's wringing yonder 
enough to pull the Church-ſteeple down. 

Mrs. Cam. and Bel. Ha, ha, ba! - 

= Mrs. Cam. Joey, carry thoſe to your new 
' maſter's. (o Belinda) Plants and ſimples, culPd 
for him by the Doctor, your uncle will now be 
a Botaniſt, as well as an Antiquarian. (Joy takes 
up the ſack) 

Bel, Ha, ha, ha! But my toniſh aunt's new 
fangled rage for private Theatricals are to the 
full, as unaccountably ridiculous as my crazy 
uncle s paſſion for muſty antiquities. 

Mrs. Cam, Well Belinda, I'm going there di- 
rectly on your affairs. 

Bel. My kind friend! 

Mrs. Cam. Call a coach; (Joey takes bis flick, 
and puts on Belindd's hat) Ha, ha, ha! why, 
you've put on the Lady's hat, es 


Joey, 


| (Takes it off, then compares them.) One 
wou'd think the Lady had put on mine. 

| Exeunt Mrs. Camomile and Belinda. 
Your London Ladies are ſo manified with their 
ſwich rantans, and their coats, and their waiſt- 
coats, and watch-chain bobbities, and their tip- 
top hats, and their cauliflowir cravats, that, 
ecod, no mark of their * women, but the 


— v4 


Petticoat. ; 1 8 
* RY , 0 
SCENE II. q 
Mas. CockLtTo?'s Dreſing Room, / 


Mas. CockteTo? 4% ſeovered at her Tiilet, 
FLOUNCE attending. 


— 
S* 
= % O4- wu — o 
a = — 65" — ls. — 
— 2 — — — 


2 == -—<Z 
wy _ 3.55 — m8 . 
— R a — 


- ** — 4 * 
- ae 
— * — 


Mrs. Coc. What a ſtrange incident, my matry- 
ing this old Mr. Cockletop! Pon my honor, 
were I ſingle, I'd have the moſt beautiful Theatre 
in my houſe, and his nephew Frank ſhould be 
the manager—of late he looks at me in a ver 
particular manner ; I can ſcarce think it poſſible 
for thoſe features to ſtrike him with admiration, 
(looking in the glaſs) 

Flounce. Ma'm thoſe features muſt ſtrike every 
body with admiration. (/ooking at herſelf in the 
g/aſs over Mrs. Cockletop”s ſhoulder) 

Mrs. Coc. You flatter them. 

Fleunce. Not in the leaſt, Ma'am ; but what 
ſignifies your beauty, or my ſkill in ſetting, it 
off, my maſter, {ſince he's turn'd his ae 309 | 
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Mrs. Coc. Ay, fince my huſband has com- 
menced antiquarian, with his curioſities. | | 
_ Flounce. Foreign cockle-ſhells, mouldy far- 
things, and all his old faſhion'd trumperies. 1 
dare ſay he'd fell you for the wing of a but- 
A IS Re” Kine 400 
Mrs. Coc. Flounce, I'll take you to ſee Lear 
to-morrow night at Lord Rantum's: private 
Theatre. g N 
Flounce. Thankye Ma'am. But Miſs Topits 
maid told me, all of them except your Ladyſhip, 
made a ſtrange piece of bungling work of their 
play there laſt Wedneſday. | | 
Mrs. Coc. Work |! Oh heavens! If Shakeſpeare 
could have taken a peep at them, ha, ha, ba!— 
Romeo and Juliet the ptay—a hot diſpute aroſe 
on the text—Mrs, Melpomene inſiſting an error 
o'the preſs in, © Juliet is the ſun,” for, ſays ſhe, 
(mimicking) © Isn't Juliet a woman's name!“ Cer- 
tainly replies Sir Colly Comment. (mimicking) 
« And is'nt Romeo talking to this very young 
lady in the balcony ?”— Moſt certain, mem, Oh, 
oh, then, certainly (ſays ſhe) the poet meant 
« Inſtead of Julict is the ſon, that Romeo ſhould. 
ſay, it is the Eaſt, and Juliet is the daughter“ 


Ha, ha, ha! then the Romeo and Paris were 


real rivals for the love of ——T was the Juliet 
you know Flounce, how I look'd when I left 

my toilet here. | | | 

Flounce. Charming! I don't wonder if they fit 
about you. | abs; 
Mrs. Coc. Flounce, you're near it—for in the 
tomb: ſcene, Romeo, inſtead of a foil, (uſual in 
thoſe caſes) whips out a ſword on the noble 
County Paris, who ſuppoſing malice prepence, 
prudently before a lunge cou'd be made at 3 
ays 
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lays himſelf donn, kicks up bis heels, aud 
Oh ! dies very decently. Romeo full of remorſe, 
looking over the breathleſs body, and going on 


with his ſpeech in the author's words, 
% Who have we here? The noble County Paris ! 


© one writ with me in ſour misfortune's book, 


« give me thy hand.” (mimicking) The good 
natur'd Count, eager to make up all animoſity 
on the very word, from the dead, up went the 
hand, meeting Romeo's with a cordial ſhake. 
In the confuſion of laugh, occaſioned by this 
kind conduct, the hero, on breaking open the 
tomb, totally forgot what he had to ſay next, in 
vain the prompter whiſpers the word; poor Juliet 
might have lain in Capulet's monument till 
Doomſday—At length impatient, (for't got mon- 
ſtrous cold) I ſoftly. bid him: “ Speak, why 
don't you Ipeak ? Ha, ha, ha! He taking it for 
what he ſnou'd ſay, with all the furor of diſ- 
trated love, burſts out. © Speak, ſpeak, Oh! 
why don't you ſpeak,” ha, ha, ha! (looks in the 


glaſs) - Flounce, can I in complexion compare 


with my niece Belinda. 
Flounce: Can a daſh of cold water compare to 
almond paſte, and milk of roſes, | 
Enter Joey with the ſack, throws it on the Toilet. 
Joey. My firſt piece of ſarvice in my new place. 
Mrs. Coc. Ah! (ſcreams ) 


Enter CockLeTor with a ſmall ſcroll of Parchment, 


Exit. 


(angrily) Aſtoniſhing, Mr. Cockletop, you won't - 


even let me have my dreſſing-room to myſelf. 
VOL. I, | ST Coc. 
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Coc. Oh, Mrs. Cockletop what à prize! „ 1 
have bought one of the long-loſt books of Livy, 
2 manuſcript ſo capitally illegible, that no 
man on the globe can diſtinguiſh or read à let- 
ter of it, —Let's ſee what change he has given 
; uur. (reckoning money) 

Huunce. Full of ſnails. ( flinging the plants 
of the table, knocks -the money out of Cockletop's 
band. ) 2 a [ Exit, 

Coc. The botanical plants from Doctor Camo- 
mile carefully pick them up: i has che 
virtue. 


Enter Frank Hb a riding dreſs. 


Frank. Will they heal my wounded pocket ? 
| (picks up the money) 
| Coc. Eh! what, you lizard! (taking. the money 
from him) The valuable fimples— 
Mes. Coc. Do, my dear, let poor Frank. have 
a little money. 
Coc. From which I'd have diſtin: d aqua mira- 
dilis. (gathers the leaves) 
Frank. Your generality would be— 18 
Coc. So rare !— © 
Mrs. Coc. Conſider, your nephew making an- 
appearance equal to other young gentlemen is a 
credit to you, as yau're known to be— ' 
Coc. A curioſity ! 
Mrs. Coc. Give him a few guineas, 
Coc. Penny-royal—F'll give him-—-a colt's 
foot. (pickmg up tbe leaves) 
Mrs, Coc. Belides often antiques may fall in 
his way. (winks at Frank) 
Fran. Ay, if I want to buy curious medals, 
camios or intaglios for you 1 
Coc. 
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Cor, What, would you buy antiques for me, 


my good antelope? 1 
Hunt. I was offer'd a fine old moth vaten 


Hemings and Condel folio of Shakeſpeare t'other 


day for fourteen and nine pence, + 
Coc. What? no, matter, could you have it 


for nine pence? Buy it, here's a ſhilling, and. 


keep the change. 


Frank. Ay, Sir, a few guineas could never 
come in better time, as I'm juſt whip and ſpur 


you ſee, hey! ſpank to Southampton. | 
Mrs. Coc. (alarm'd) Pray, Frank, what buſi- 
neſs have you there ? | 
Frank, at, but to ſee my lovely couſin. 
Coc. Eh! (puts up the money). 
Mrs. Coc. Oh! is that your buſineſs? 
Coc. May be, you like 
Mrs. Coc. Ay, do you admire my niece ? 
Frank. Admire? 1 love her to diſtraction. 


coc. The ſweet girl I doat on myſelf, (ade) 


Get out of my houſe you locuſt. 


Mrs. Coc. Love her, after all my fond hints to 


him! (afide) Oh, Sir, I remember rehearſing 
Imogen with you t'other night, when I was to 
have fainted in your arms.—— 


Coc. Ay, you villain, you ſept aſide, and let 


my poor wife tumble down, and knock her fine 


head againſt the braſs fender——Take a double 

hop out of your two boots, youjackdaw, how dare 

you ſtand before your aunt, with a horſewhip 

in your hand ? Do you want to bring her grey 

hairs with ſorrow to the grave? - | 
Mrs. Coc. Grey hairs. 


Enter FLOUNCZ. Ye 
Fliunce. Ma'am! Mrs. Cammomile. - 


T-7F &-. : | Mrs. 
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_ Mrs. Coc. Sir, command your nephew to think. 
no more of my niece.— Love another Vou an 
amateur ! Stand from the entrance. 
3 I Exit in a paſſion, and Flaunce. 
Frank. Why, —— 8 are really a 
good natur'd old lad; but for this nonſenſical 
paſſion for antiquities, in which you've no more 


judgment than my boot.— 
Coc. What's that? 1 ext) 
Frank. Did'nt you t'other day, give ten pounds 
for a model of Trajan's pillar, which turn'd. out 
to be a braſs candleſtick? e 
C | | 8 
Frank. Had'nt you a ſervant- maid dragg'd be- 
fore a juſtice for ſecreting three hundred and fifty 
ſilver ſpoons, which you ſwore were ſhut up in 
a cherry ſtone. 3 SY 
Coc. No. | 5 Wal 
Frank. You woud'nt let my aunt go to a poor 
living actor's benefit, yet gave half a guinea for 
Roſcius's eye laſh, which proved to be taken 
from the corps of a cobler in Cripplegate, — 
Coc. *Tis no ſuch thing. | 
Frank. Didn't you give twenty pounds for the 
firſt plate ever Hogarth engraved, tho' it was 
only a pint porter pot from the Barley Mow? © 
Coc. No. 2 | 
Frank. Did'nt you throw a lobſter in the fire, 
ſwearing it was a Salamander? 
Coc. No. . 
Frank. When my aunt broke her tor toiſeſhell 
comb, you -carefully pick'd up every tooth, 
ſhewing them about for the quills of a porcupine, 
Cos. I did not ſirrah. | ; 
Frank. Hearing me whiſtle © the larks fhrill 
notes” from the next room, you attempred to 


perſuade the company, twas 2 humming bird. 
Coc. 
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Coc. Ay, but that was all when I was ſick.— 
In bodily health my mind is bright and poliſh'd; 
but you moſt audacious dromedary ! traduce my 
{kill in antiques —Hark'y, when you can prove 
to me that it's poſſible I can be impoſed upon 
in antiquities, that is, if I am in health, I 
conſent to give you Belinda; here's my band 
on it. Begone, your face is as odious to me as a 
new copper penny. n (Exit. 


Enter HeanTy, calling after Cocxlx ro. 
Hearty. Sir, Here's the receipt— 

Frank. Ay, Hearty, you're my uncle's Stew- 
ard, receiver of his cafh, and yet——do, give 
me a few guineas, cheat him a littte my honeſt 
fellow. | | 

Hearty. Muſn't. 77 

Frank. Plague of the money, I want it.— Teſ. 
terday met a parcel of lads in the Parlg—a party 
propoſed for a baſon of turtle at the Spring Gare» 
den—l was oblig'd to-“ good bye —aſked to 
dinner at Mr. Nabob's, Harley Street, ſo, as I 
dreaded cards in the evening, ſneak'd off without 
my hat, *cauſe I hadn't half a croun to releaſe 
it from the butler.— Then my friend, Jack Fro. 
lick, the player, franck'd me into Covent Garden; 
{at down in the upper boxes between Miſs Frump, 
and Mrs, Rollabout, when the curſt orange wo- 
man thruſts her baſket, with “ ſweet gentleman, . 
treat the ladies.”—I was obliged to clap my 
hand upon my pocket, with my purſe gone! 
'Pon honor, no entring a public place for 
theſe light finger'd gentry.” —Coming home 
yeſterday, caught in a ſoaking ſhower, Your 

| | honor, 
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honor, coach unhir' d.“ In I jumps, not re. 
collecting his diſmal honor had'nt a ſhilling 
to pay for it, ſo, as the fellow clapt to one door; 
out I pops at t'other; but then T got mob'd by 
the waterman, and broke my ſhins over a poſt 
running away from the link-bo 
Hearty. Why, Frank, I'll lend you my on 
money with all my heart, — 
Frank, No, before I ſtrip you of what you 
may yet want to cheriſh your old age, Fl! periſh, 
- xet, this is my Belinda's birth day—By heaven 
I will wiſh, ay, and give her joy, tho? I foot it 
every mile to Southampton, and dine on water 
crelles by a ditch ſide. | [ Exit. 
Hearty. Spirited lad! But J hope by means 
« my letter, I ſhall be able to aſſiſt him—tho! 
I thought his uncle too abſurd to tell him, yet 
its ſtrange what a paſſion I've got myfelf, for 
fiſhing vp thoſe odd ſort of Varies. Fl fell'my 
old maſter the ſmall collection I've made; but 
as his knowing them to:be mine may leflen their 
value in his opinion; this letter rouſes his de- 
ſire to buy them, and then if I can but make 
him believe I'm ſome traveller that has brought 
them from Italy, or _ 5 


Enter Jotx ina Livery, 


You're the new footman ? 
Joey. Yes, I be's. I've put” n on my liverv. 
Hearty, Here's a letter was left for your maſter, 

You'll give it to him e 


ves letter and E mY 

So, I muſt give this etter too !—They'r 
reſoiv'd in London, to keep no cats that wont 
catch mice, 


Enter 
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Enter Nan with a broom, ſinging. #827 


Nun. (begins to \ fweep) «A kara in' London 
is no ſuch diſgrace.” 

vey. Isn't that 

Nan. Why, Joey! ( /urpriz'd) 

Joey. Nan, lord, lord, r* glad I be's to Te 
thee. (they embrace) _ 

Nan. But what brings you here; and in this 
fine lac'd coat. 

Joey. Why, I be fix'd here for a ſarvant man. 
| Nan. Zurn! Lord, how comacle! and I hired 
here to-day as maid. 

Feey. Hills and mountains will meet—Oh dear! 
Oh Wet $7 DES | 
Man. Im now ſent in here by Mrs. Flounce 
to do up Lady's dreſling-room, that it ſeems 
fome clumſy booby has thrown leaves aboutn, 


Joey. I'm not a booby, Nan, 1 find you're as 


ſaucy tongu'd as ever. | 
Wan. Oh law, was it you, Joey? Iaſk pardon, 

Joey. T was all along of your croſſneſs I com'd 
up to London. 

Nan. And 'twas your falſe heartedneſs that 
drove me to ſeek my bread here. | 

Joey. Well, ſince good luck has brought us 
into one houſe, we'll never quarrel, nor be un- 
kind no more. . 

Nan. Nor I never more will be jealous—Oh, 
Oh! you've had this letter from Poll Primroſe— 
Ah! you deceitful—( fnatches'Hearty's letter from 
Joeys waiſtcoat pocket, breaks it open, and reads) 
Sir, encourag'd”—— 

Feey. The devil, do you ſee what 2 

ne 


—U— — 


E 2 — : . - — — - 
. * — — 2 2 4 2 — . > —_ „ 5 — i 2 — — CE — 
4 * 0 * * > ry . J — ** — ” — 2 — — l - — — — — — 3 AT * 
. * . — . — —— — 5 . 5 2 "x . =. 2 8 2 — - - . > 
— = az * — 2 2 * Pe — ” = . 4 - L . — - — — <4 7 * : — .- 2 Fu : - — 
- = = — » JI 9 — w * — 7 - = — 2 — - * 
_ 222 + - ly hc —— — — — — a > . IA. > + 4 . 
- 4 — LIC - < - -- - I = 
* - — — 5 S = = on, as — 0 — 
© - — i —_ ; N s. — 3 2 * . = ä = - — — - 
= * — » b 832 * 4 tus * — — A 4 > p—_— -  — * 
Py - = _ ls 72> 4 2 2 - a i * — — — 
+ —ę—elũ 1 5 = _ - - —_— = : - - = 1 * — 
— pe _, < has > 3 * * — ; 2 —— 
— - * * 5 2 
— - d _ 
— — Je — —_— — = _— — — Jos — — P 
—— . — — — ie — 
— — — — — — * — 
a — ry 


6 MODERN ANTIQUES 
done, this letter was for Meaſter—f I havn't 4 
moind = * 8 
—The firſt 


Nan. Why, Joey, dont be angry 
letter I'get for my Lady, you ſhall open for me, 
that you ſhall—*« Arid better my fortune as other 
girls do.“ { Exit ſinging 


ey. Egad! you've ſpoil'd m y fortune | What 
will become of me | Before ** time to ſit down 
in my new Pace, 1 ſhall get lack d out on t. 


7 Faanx. e 


Frank. Eh! where's Hearty IS | 
( Joy drops the letter, Frank Dicks it up and looks al 
the ſuperſcription.) | 
For my uncle! | 

Joey. (confuſed) Yes, Sir; I got it to give hind; 

Frank. But how came it open d? | 

Joey. It's open d. | 

Frank. | ſee it is. Do you know, that oper 
ing another man's letter js tranſportation. 

Joey. Is it? then I'll take the blame upon my- 
ſelt rather than Nan be puniſhed. (a/ide) Twas I 
broke it open, Sir but I meant only to—to— 
break it open all accident——(trembling) 

Frank. This promiſes ſomething. (peruſing) 
Well, keep your own ſecret, and Il bring you 
out of this ſcrape. 

Joey. Do, Sir, do. 

Harl. Any paper here. (ſits down, writes, as 
copying the opened letter ; reads) © Sir, Encouraged 
by your character, I ſhall, in perſon, to-morrow, 
oller to you for ſale ſome antique rarities.”— My 
old conceited uncle has engaged to give me Be- 
linda, when I can prove that it's poſſible to. im- 
poſe on him in antiquities—This may do it, and 

bring 


- 
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bring me a convenient ſum belides—for with all 
the ridiculous enthuſiaſm of a Virtuoſo, my Uncle 


has ſmall reading, no taſte, bur a be er ſock 


of credulity. (writes) 
Coc. (without) Joey ! 
P's Wavnds ! that's Maſter. 
rank. (Haſtily ſeals and Juperſcribes the letter 
he had written.) There, ſtand to it ſtoutly, that's 
the very one you receiy'd. (Gives it.) 
Joey. A thouſand thanks, kind ſir. 


** 


Frank, Oh, but I ſhall want a 3 (afde.) 


You put on your livery fince you came, Where are 
your own cloaths ? 

Foey. In the Butler's pantry. 

Frank. Quick, go give that letter, (Puts bim if ) 
Ha, ha, ha! Yes uncle, if you've caſh to buy 
antiquities, I'm a ſtupid fellow indeed if I can't 
fiad ſome to ſell you, and if I ſucceed, hey, for 
Southampton with the triumphant news to e 
| its 


"" 0" 


- , * 


SCENE III. 
Cockletop's Study. 
Enter CocklxTop, peruſing the letter, and Joey. 


Joey. Yes, fir, I was deſired to give it you 
if he ſhould find out that Nan broke open t'other 
---Indeed, fir, that's the very letter it was 
never opened. 


Coc. The things this learned man menfions 


here, are really very curious. 


Joey. Sir, here be Mr. Napkin the Butler 


coming. 
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_ Nap. Sir, a 2 man wants ; you there below. of 

Coc. Then fir, do] you ſend him up here above, . 
(Peruſes.) 

Nap. 25 what are you idling. beau? Comme, 
come, I'll ſhe you the buſineſs of a Footman- 
you mult toaſt the muffins for mine and Mrs.. 
Flounce's breakfaſt. | 

Foey. 1 woll, *. and broil a beef⸗ſteak bod my 
own. [Exit Napkin and Joey. 

Coc. Only that my brain i is for ever 7 on 
my wife's charming Niece Belinda, (Oh, I love 
her | I like every thing old except Girls and 
Guineas)---I ſhou'd certainly be a ſecond Sir 
Han's Sloane.--1['d be a Solander and a Monmouth 


Geoffery Now, who's this ? 


Enter Frank in Joey's firſt Cloaths, with a ſmall 
Hamper. 


Frank. (afide) If my Uncle knows me now, he 
muſt have good ſpettacles. Meaſter told me, as 
he told you in letter, he'd call on you to-morrow 
with ſome rarities fir. (In broad country diale) 

Coc. Oh, then, you belong to the gentleman- 
who ſent me this letter? Where does your maſter 
live ? 
Harl. At Brentford; but I be's from Taunton 
Dean, and as I was coming to town, to day, he 
thought I might as well drop them here if you'll 
buy them. Theſe be they. (ſewing bamper) 

Coc. Oh, what, he's ſent you with the things 
that are mentioned here. (To the letter.) 

Frank. I warrant them all woundy rich, he 


gave me ſuch a ſtrict charge about em. * 
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Cc. Rich! ah, theſe ſordid fouls can't conceive 
that the moſt extream delight to the eye of an 
Antiquarian, is beautiful brown ruſt, and heavenly 
verdigreaſe Let's ſee, (reads.) c The firſt is a 
Neptune's Trident from the Barbatini Gallery.“ 
Frank. That's it. (Dee a toa/ting-fork:)' © 

Coe. (Reads.) © One of Niobes tears pre- 
ſery'd in ſpirits.” _ 

Frank. That. (Produces a ſmall 550 W 

Coc. Curious. (afide.) | © A piece of Houſe- 
hold Furniture from the ruins of Herculanium, 
compriſing the genuine ſection of the Eſcurial”” 
Precious indeed. (aſide.) Section of the Eſourial! 
Ay, then it muſt be in the ſhape of (Frant ſhews 
a gridiron.). Wonderful! (Reads.).+* The cap of 
William Tell, the celebrated Swiſs Patriot, hen 
when he ſhot the apple off his ſon's head.” 

Frank. I've forgot to bring any thing even like 
that.— What ſhall I do? (afige.) 1 warrant | it 
be's here, ſir. p 

Coc, I hope it is; for I wil not buy one with- 
out all. 

Frank. Then all you ſhall have ( afide 7 Privebil 
to look in the Hamper. Picks np Cockletop”s hat and 
with a penk-ife cuts off the brim. 9 That 5 it, 
mayhap. (Gives the crown) 

Coc. Great! This is indeed the Cap of Liberty. 
(Puts it on his head and reads.) © Half a yard of 
« cloth from Otaheite, being a part of the mantle 
* of Queen Oberea, preſenced 1 we to Captain 
« Cook,” 

Frank. Zounds, I was in ſuch” a burty to ett d to 
work, that Iv'e forgot half my tools. (de) 

Coc. Where's the cloth from Otaheite? 

Frank. I dare ſay it's here (Feels the coat be 
bas on.) No, muſi't burt poor Joey. Eh! (Cuts 
« large piece off the Skirt of Cockletop's coat while 

UU 2 | he 


* 
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bei is admiring Thy things.) Belike that's: it. 
(Gives it. 

Gee. Indeed What wonderful ſoft texture! 
We' ve no fuch cloth in England. This muſt 
have been the Fleece of a very fine ſheep, - 

Frank. Ay, aan, Ha the back of an old 
ſtupid ram. 

Coc. Speak of what you underſtand, you clown; 
much talk may betray little knowledge, —Cut 
vou coat according to your cloth. 
Frank. Yes, fir, I cut your coat according to 
r cloth. I muſt fix him in his opinion now, 
with a little fineſſe (de.) Maſter to expect * 
pounds for · this balderdaſh. 

Coc. Here's the Money. 

Frank. No, no; if he even thought you ſuch 2 
fool to give it, he muſt be a rogue to take it, bur 
he ſha'n't make me a party, III let him know I'm 
an . honeſt man. Dom me if I don't throw them 
in the kennel and quit his farvice. (Going to take 
them.) 

Coc. (Haſtily) Leave them there, and take 
the money to your maſter, or I'll make him ſend 
you to the devil, you thickſkull'd ae 
{Taking out a pocket book ) | 

Frank. Not a penny of it will I touch, 


Euter Narkix- 


| Nap. Sir, here's the Gentleman that ſent you g 
letter about calling on you to morrow. 

Coc. This muſt be your maſter. (e Frank) 

Frank. Now I'm in a fine way. 

Coc. I'll tell him of your raſcality. Shew the 
pentleman up. [ Exit Napkin. 


Frank, Don't tell him—don't get a poor man 
turn'd: 


OR, THE MERRY. MOURNERS. 333 
turn'd out of bread— Quick, give me the money, 
and FI] take it to him myſelf 

Cos. No, no, III give it to him. ; 
Frank. Plague of my fineſſe, that I e 
take the money when I might. 


Enter Hranruy, (diſgui ied) with F are 40 


Hwy, Eh! my old maſter Ge diſguiſed as 


well as I—The ſooner I ger the money the better 


for poor Frank's ſake. (fide) 

Coc. Sir! (Bows) 

Hearty. Sir | (Bowing 1 1 

Coc. You've been in n, fir? 

Hearty. I have (In an aſſumed voice) 

Frank. I wiſh you'd ſtaid there, ( aſide ) 

Hearty. Not to intrude upon your time, we'll 
proceed to huſineſs. 

Coc. Oh, he's in a hurry for his money. (af le ) 
No delay on my fide, fir, for I offered the caſh 
half a dozen times. 

Hearty. Sir, it was time enough for you to offer 
me payment when you received the articles. 

Coc. I don't ſay I offer'd it to you yourſelf, 

Hearty. To who then, far ? 

Coc. To Taunton Dean. 


Hearty. I underſtand you faid b TI aſk 


pardon—you'll. pleaſe to look at, and if you ap- 
rove of them. — 

Coc. Oh, yes, I approve, tho' certain people 
that eat your bread, feem to think that nt re a 
rogue, and I'm a fool. 

Frank. Then fir, you will ruin me (apart) 

Coc. Yes, I will fir. (apart) 


Hearty I'm a rogue! ſure he don't know me 0 


(aſide.) 
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He. I Batter myſelf as. when rau. Gi ch 
articles— | | 
* Coc. IL have ſeen them. 
. Pardon me, fir, but I 8 not, 2 
ow 
Coc. Why, with my eyes ; how the devil elſe 
mou'd I ſee them. | 
"Frank. I've a mind to knock both 8 wiſe 
heads together and ſnatch the money. (afide) 
Coc. Will you diſpoſe of theſ.or not ? (pointing 


10 Franks articles) 


Hearty. Sir! 

Coc. And, Sir! the devil: didn't t you- come | 
here to ſell me rarities? (in à great paſſion) ) 

Hearty. Tes, . fir, and will if you will uy 
them. 

Coc. I tell you I do, and have bought. ew 

Hearty. Have | 

Coc. Oh, he repents offering them ſo cheap; 
but PII clench the bargain.— Here's the fifty 
pounds, tell your maſter you took it before he 
came in. (apart to Frank, giving him a note) 

Frank. Yes. (goes towards door) 

Cc. Hey! ſtop, wo'n't. you give it to your x 


maſter ? 


Frank. Em going to give it him directly, Sir. 
(going) 
Coc. But, zounds! What's all this? You'll 
give it kim dire&tly | ! Yet, you ſtalk by n as if 
e was only an old wig- block. 
Frank. Stalk by Who's a Res: Sir 2 : 
Coc. Your maſter here. 
Frank. That my maſter—no. 
Coc. Eh! Isn't this your ſervant ? 
Heurty. No, Sir. | 
Cc. Didn't you write me this letter ? 


(ſewing it) 
Hear 


. 
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* No, Sir. N 4 444 | k * 
Coc. What, not about the Antiquities? 1155 
Hearty. About the Antiquities? Oh, Yes, Sir. 


Cc. Yau Sir; no, Sir; n Jour: ane | 


ing pate down ſtairs, Sir. - 

Frank: This muſt be an Im poſtor. (apart to 
Cockletop) You're too late for after-graſs, for m ny 
maſter has already hum d this old fool. 


Coc. Old fool ! i Get yon out of my houſe you 


ſcoundrel, or——(takes down à blunderbuſs) 


[ Exit Frank. 


Offer to open your ju ggling- box here, and I'Il 


blow you to * you dog, I will. (pre- 


fents) [ Exit Hearty. 


Enter Ms. China; and Ms. CockLierTor, 
they both ſcream. 


Mrs. Cam. Heavens, Mr. Cortlatng, will you 


kill us? 

Mrs. Coc. Lord, what's on your head! Pick 

Coc. The Cap of Liberty—Oh, the ſuper-beau« 
tiful purchaſe I have juſt made! Such a charm- 


ing addition to my little curious collection! 
Mrs. Camomile oy ve ms "ll give you a treat 


—]['ll ſhew her all. 


Mrs..Coc. ( ſeeing he ines that Frank had 15 | 


Heavens ! who has done this? 


Enter Frouxcz. 


Here, take theſe, and fling them“: 

Coc. Lay your fingers 3 them, and PI]—Stra- 
bo, Campden, and Biſhop Pocock—Madam, you 
ſhould, (zo Mrs. Camomile) that is, do you know 
you're a Dilitante I ſay you're a celebrated Dil- 


e—and—Now what a fine diſcourſe Sir Joſeph - 


Banks wou'd make upon theſe—Madam, I fay— 
Mrs. Coc. 
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Mrs. Coc. Blcſs me! who has trimm'd you 
this way? „ N e IRE 
Cc. Sir Aſhton Lever -I wiſh your huſband 

Doctor Camomile was in town—1T've ſuch a 

feaſt for the venerable Bede. Nn 
Mrs. Cam. 1 with we cou'd get you out of 
town. (afde)—Ay, but Mr. Cockletop,.a man 

with mon Jucgment like you, ſhon'd 
travel himſelf to collect rarities. . 

Cc. Vve no occaſion to give myſelf the fatigue 
and perils of travel, to hazard my neck, dragg'd 
over Alpine precipices, or get my throat cut in 
dirty Italian inns, or ſuffocated by peſtilential 
ſteams from the infernal mouth of Veſuvius; I 
need not like Pliny the elder, be drown'd in a 
ſhower of cinders. No, no, here I ſit at home, 
quiet, in my eaſy chair, while travellers come, 
and lay at my feet the wonderful fruits of their 
wiſe reſearches.— Awake, prepare your under- 
ſtanding, here's a tear—the devil, I forgot who 
cried this tear. (afide) Hem ! It's a precious drop 
preſerv'd in ſpirits. | . | 

Flounce. Ha, ha, ha! 

Coc. Get along, you moſt ſcandalous tongued 
Il deſire, Mrs. Cockletop, you'll order your 
ſliip-flop out of the muſeum.—Then here is a” 
moſt yaluable—(bo/ds up the Gridiron) | 


Enter Joy, at the back. 


Joey. Pm ſet to broil beef-ſteaks, and toaſt 
muffins.— The cook ſaid Mr. Frank took 'em, 
and brought 'em out of the kitchen | 
- Coc. There! all coſt me only fifty pounds. 
This is a Neptune's Trident, (holds up the whe + 
| | or. 
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fork) and this piete of furniture from Hercula- 
nium, the model of the Eſcurial, built in honor 
of St. Lawrence, who was broil'd on 


. 


Joey. T bankye, Sir, I was looking for the 


Toaſting-fork and the Gridiron. (takes them) 


 Flounce. Ha, ha, ha! 
Coe. What's thats ? 


Ya 
' 


| Mrs. Coe. Why, Mr: Codtltop," what nee 


you been about here? 

Mrs. Cam. Only loox — 

ce. I believe op bit. Dae Dean! He 
was rogue. (looks at bis coat and bat) Is my 
face genuine ? 

Mrs. Coc.. Why, tis an Antique—But indeed, 
my dear, you don't look well. 

Cor. Don't ? 

Mrs. Cam. This may help my ſcheme. able) 
My — dear Sir, 1 vo dn't ſhock you, but you 
00 

br. Do 1? | 

. Mrs. Cam. My huſband the doctor. often told 
me, that your bodily illneſs always had an effect 
upon your mind. 

Coc. No man living underſtands my conftitu- 


tion but Doctor Camomile—1 muſt be. ¶ feeling 


his pulſe) | 
Mrs. Cam. When a gentleman of your know- 
ledge is ſo groſsly duped, it's a certain fign— 
Cee, It is, = I'm ill, or I never could have 
been taken in. 
Mrs, Coc. Ludl I wiſh your huſband the doc- 
tor was in Town. 
Mrs Cam, I'd adviſe Mr. Cockletop to go to 
him at Wincheſter, directly. 
+ VOL. I. þ _ © Mrs. 
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Exit. 


2 Os * — 2 — 
— — — —— — — OY) —ů — = = 
4 — > \ DF 83 


EY * 


338 | MODERN ANTIQUES; 


Nu. Coc. Here, Napkin! _ 51 n 
Euter NA PRI WF/ 


Order the horſes to your poor maſter—the- 
doctor —at Wincheſter. 

Nap. (looks with concern at Cocklero ny Oh, het is 
—yes Ma'am—here, John, deſire gf eat to 
make Joey put a pair of horſes to the chaiſe. 

Mrs. Cam. You'd beſt let Mr. Napkin attend 

ou. | 
? Mrs. Coc, He's a careful man; 

Coc. In this journey, I can view the fanious 
antient abbey of Netley ; I have a choice- biſter 
drawing of it—PlI climb and bring from the 
ſummit of the mould'ring wall—— 

Mrs. Coc. Les, you're in a ſtate for climbing ! 
Wou'd you break your neck, my dear love, and' 
your poor wife's heart ? 

Coc. Kind ſpouſe'!—T'll call at Southampton, 
and fee my Belinda, tho' I die at her feet. 
(aſide) 

Mrs. Coc. When he's out of town, I ſhall 
have the uninterrupted company of my dear 
Frank—(aſide) Keep up your ſpirits, my love. 

Coc. I live only for you, my deareſt. 

Exeunt Mr. and Mrs. Cockletop. 

Meg. Cam. Napkin, ha, ha, ha! Here's an op- 
portunity for our plan.—You know as we've all 
without ſucceſs, repeatedly endeavour'd to per- 
ſuade the old couple to ſettle ſome proviſion on 
their neice and nephew, Frank and Belinda— 

| Nap. Aye, ma'am we mult try ſtratagem. 

Mrs. Com. The excuſe your miſtreſs gives, is 
the chance of her having children of her own, 
whom ſhe can't wrong, by laviſhing their patri- 
mony on others. 

Nap. 
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Map. Ha, ha, ha! then to put her out of all 
hopes of that, as you have ſettled, we'll make 
her believe my maſter's dead, and as I'm now 
going into the country with him, leave that to 
me ma'am. | 4 

Mrs, Cam. I fancy it will be eaſy, as ſhe alrea- 
dy thinks him ill. 

Nap. And feeble. —She heard him threaten to 
climb up the mould”ring walls of Netley Abbey, 
in ſearch of a-ſprig of ivy, or an owl's neſt ; and 
if I can't invent a ſtory to bring the old gentle- 
man tumbling down —— 

Mrs. Cam. Ha, ha, ha! And make your miſ- 
treſs, (the mourning widow) eſtabliſh the dear, 


amiable young couple well and happy, it will de 


an excellent joke to laugh at over their wedding 
Kone... <5. 6; 
Nap. But I muſt prepare for the journey, 
Mrs. Cam. And I, home, to comfort poor Be- 
linda. Only you act your part moſt dolefully 
natural, and we muſt proſper. [ Exeunt. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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7 | Enter FRANK, in bis diſguiſe. 


— 


FRANK, 


| HorLo! ! Mrs. Camomile! have? 8 2 nick! ha, 
ha, ha 


Enter He ARTY in his 0Wn cloaths, greatly agitated, 


Hearty. Ay, here's the raſcal. (lays hold * 
Frank) Villain | Tell me this inſtant. 


* 


| Enter Jozr, running. 


vey. Yes, this is my Coat; Pl] make a Davy 
of! it. (lays holds of Frank on the other fide) 
Frank, Hey ! Be quiet my good friends! 
| Hearty. (enraged) Where's the money you ob- 
tain'd under falſe pretences, raſcal ? 
Joey. 
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Zoey. Deliver my coat, firrab. - - 


T11 rattan the other out of the room, (4i/enzages 
himſelf) You icoundrel, is this your thanks, tor 
ſaving your neck, when you broke open your 
maſter's letter, (apart to Joey). 

Foey. (Surveying bim) Lud! if it isn ·t—and 
here too's the gentleman that gaven me—if ne 
eee, Keep my wearing apparel, 
and ſay no more aboutn. 

Frank. You ſay no more aboutn, or you 
ſail for Port Jackſon.—Step. down, and bring 


me word when a ſaddled horſe comes to t e 


door—Fly |! | 
Joey. Yes, Sir, yes, ( frightened) [Ent 
Frank. Hallo ! Hearty, how do you my buck. 
( diſcovers himſelf). 


Hearty. Frank 1 ( } VEIL him with, ſurpriſe) 

Frank. Frank and free—Tol, lol, lot !—Eh, 
only touch'd uncle out of fifty. (/bews the Bank 
Note) Uncle's own, Kitchen's now his Hercula- 
nium, ha, ha, hal To think bow I've left him 
in his Cap of Liberty, flouriſhing his Barbarini 
toaſting-fork. He's to give me Belinda when [I 
can prove he can be =p 'd upon in Anti- 
quities. | 

Hearty. But how did you—— 

Frank, Then ſuch triumph, to fling the hatch- 
et even beyond the traveller; but 1 had a mind 
to kick him tho'. 

Hearty, l'm glad you did not tho'. 

Frank. You glad | Why, what is it to you — 
ſhall never forget old Mus, the Philoſoper ; 1 
think I fee him now, with his ſcientific wig 
. over his mulberry noſe. 

Hearty, 


* 


Frank, Bath deliver me, or with one Day . N 
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Hearty. You do? (in his feign d voice) 

Frank. Eh! ( res) Really, cor it have 

-bobll you my honeſt old friend, = 

Hearty. Aye, here you ſee old Muz, the phi. 
loſopher, who laid out for a fifty, only to intro. 

duce it to you, my dear boy. (Hates his baud) 

" "Frank. (ruminating) Well, now, upon wy 

| ſoul, this is— © 

"Hearty. Hang reflection, as long as one of us 

has ſucceeded; have you heard of your . 
leaving town. 

Frank. Has he? 

Hearty. Pve ſome time upon my hands, II 
go with you to Southampton. My horſe is at 
the livery-ſtables the other ſide of Weſtminſter 
Bridge. 

Frank. You'd beſt ſtep on before me, kevi 
him out ready, you'll not have a moment to 
wait, for Il mount the inſtant mine comes to 
the door, 

Hearty. You'll tell me how you circumvented 
me, and ſuch roaring laughs as we'll have all 
the way, ha, ha, ha! By the Lord, lad, Pm 
glad you've got the money.“ [ Exit. 

Frank, Ha, ha, ha! Well, my mock curioſities 

may have a better effect on my uncle than 
Hearty's real ones, if they can help to cure him 
of an abſurd whim that 1 him the dupe of 
impoſtors, flinging his money after things of no 
utility. His very clowniſh tenants have now 
found out his weak fide, and often pay their 
rent in butterflies, dried leaves, ſtones, and 
bits of old iron. {/ooks at his watch) Getting 
late: —l'd like to ſee if Mrs. Camomile has any 
commands for her friend Belinda. 


Enter 
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Enter E 8 at. * back, and Ir at the fd; 


oey. Sir, the horſe be come. 


Frank. 2 hey for love, and my Aale Be- 


linda. 
Bel. 
hurry? 
Frank, My love! | 
Joey. Love! Oh, then, 1 may ride the poney 
mp fell. Exit. 


Frank. In the name of maracles, how di you 


get here? 
Bel. You know we've the beſt friend in the 


world. in dear Mrs. 223 the miſtreſs of 
this houſe. 


Enter Mzs. Ca uoutTk. 


Mrs. Cam. Come, come, you happy pair of 
turtles, this room is the Rage for a little comedy 


Tve to act with your aunt; of which, I hope, 


your union will prove the denouement. 


A loud knocking without. Enter Frouxex. 


Flounce. Ma'am, my miſtreſs is Juſt drove up 
to the door. 

Bel. Oh, heavens! if ſhe Gods I've run to 
town ( going) 755 * 

Mrs: Cam. Stop—ſhe'll meet you on the ſtairs. 

Bel. This way, Frank: when my aunt comes 
in here, we'll ſlip down. 

Mrs. Cam. But, Belinda, you'll tell F rank what 
we're at, and both trip directly home; and you, 


and all the ſervants, on with your fables. 
F. r ant. 


4 Sir, whither in ſuch a monſtrous : 
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Frank. Sables! What, to celebrate my truez 
tove's birth- day —No, II have ſuch an eee 
entertainment at home. 

Bel. Will you hold your tongue, and come 

along. [ Exeunt, 
Mrs. Cam. If my little plot on their aunt but 


pProſpers.—PFlounce, run and defire Napkin to 


con over the leſſon I taught him, and look as 
diſmal as an executor left withont a legacy. 
Flounce. And, Ma'am, III bid him keep bis 
handkerchief to his eyes, for fear an unfortunate 
laugh ſhou'd ſpoil all: here's N Mu'am ; 


Iwiſh 2585 ſucceſs. 
[Exit Thus, 


Enter Mas. Cocxtaror, (elegant and 29% 
dreſsed ) 


Mrs. Coc. Oh, Mrs. . 

Mrs. Cam. Well, how do you do? 

Mrs. Coc. Our houſe feems fo melancholy fince 
my poor dear man has left town, that now 1 
can't bear to ſtay at home. | . 
Mrs. Cam. And when he was at home, you 
were always gadding. (aſide) 

Mrs. Coc. I forgot to ſhew you my dreſs :—F 
had it made up for Cordelia, in our intended 
play at Mrs. Pathos's. As you were not there, 
I put it on to conſult your taſte. 

Mrs. Cam. Oh, I forgot to thank you for my 

ticket; but excuſe me, an engagement 
Mrs. Coc. Ha, ha, ba! You had no loſs, fot 
our tragedy was converted into a ball 

Mrs. Cam. Ball! 

Mrs. Coc. Lear, you know, was our play, which 
we got up with every poſſible care. Well, 
Ma' am, 


OY 


. 
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Well, Ma'am, Colonel Toper, who was to have 
play'd Glo'ſter, having conquer'd too many bot- 
tles of Burgundy after dinner, CO) No, 
I'll be for none of your ſtage Ill fit in the ſide- 
boxes among the ladies. Begin your tragedy, 
I'll be very civil— I'll clap, and Ill encore.“ 
e But, dear Colonel, (cries Mrs. Pathos) re- 
member you're to play; you mult go on.“ — 
« Well, Madam, III fit and ſee myſelf come 
on, that muſt be monſtrous fine, becauſe Pm ſo 
perfect in my part; but, firſt, we'll have t' other 
bottle,” and reel'd back into the dining- 
room: Oh, diſtraction! (cries Mrs. Pathos) 
my audience all met I'm eternally diſgraced.” 
« By heaven, you ſhan't, Mem! (fays Mr. 
Segoon) I'll make an apology, Ladies and 
Gentlemen, Colonel Toper having been ſud- 
denly taken ill, my Lord Brainleſs has kindly 
conſented to read the part of Glo'ſter, and hopes 
for your indulgence.” © Bravo!” from his 
Grace, and “ bravo!“ echoed the ſurrounding 
circle. Up went the curtain, on came his Lord- 
ſhip, book in hand; he reads, he acts“ bra- 
viſſimo!è On ſmoothly went the play, till the 
ſcene where Cornwall orders the unhappy 
Glo'ſter's eyes to be put out, an incident, none 
of our faſhionable actors ever thought of, till 
the inſtant the cruel command was given.— 
Without eyes (“ were all the letters ſuns”) 
Glo'ſter cou'dn't read; the probability of fiction 
thus deſtroy'd. the play cou'dn't proceed, a ge- 
neral laugh took place, benches were removed, 
the fiddles | ſtruck up Hilliſberg's Reel, and 
audience and actors join'd in a country-dance. 
Ha, ha, ha! No, I'm determin'd to act no more 
amongſt them. Why can't I have plays in my 

VOL, J. TT own 
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own bouſe as well as Mrs. Pathos? My huf. 
band's repoſitory wou'd make me a complete 
theatre, if 1 cou'd but get all his ſtupid rarities 
out of it. Wasn't that a very abfard circum- 
ſtance? Ha, ha, ha! Pon my honor, cho 1 
Ban Im exceedingly melancholy. 

Mrs. Cam. You've nothing to make you un- 
enly. vou ire ſure that with my huſband, Doctor 
Camomile, Mr. Cockletop is in ſafe hands. 

Mrs. Coc. Why, I think he's not worſe, or 1 
 ſhou'd have known it by my dreams; for, _ 
ing or waking, he's my thoughts. 

Mrs. Cam. Then there's hope he's better: — 
be cheerful. 

. Mrs. Coc. Well, Mrs. camomile, it aſtoniſhes 


me how you can be cheerful while your huſ- 


band's abſent; but, indeed, it's rather unfortu- 
nate when people are formed with hearts of more 
ſenſibility than others. I've heard often, but 
can't have the ſmalleſt conception, that there 
are women that marry old men with no other 
view than ſoon to become rich ' widows, and 
then take a young one. Oh! my blood riſes 
when | think of ſuch wives! I'd rather die my- 
ſelf, nay, Pm ſure I cou'dn't live, if any thing 
Vas to o happen to my huſband. 


Enter BETTY. 


-.#F 


Bet. Why, Ma'am, here's Mr. Napkin juk 
come below. 

Mrs. Coc. But is his maſter return'd too ? 

Mrs. Cam. Well, if even he is not, why ſhou'd 
that alarm you? 

Mrs. Coc. Then, perhaps, Napkin has brought 


—Where 1s he? Why don't he come up ? _ 
| EK; 
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kin; (calls), torture me with ſuſpence. Oh ! 


Lord, Mrs. Camomile, if any thing's the matter 


J ſhall die. (with great emotion) WH 
Mrs. Cam. But don't teaze yourſelf, perhaps 
without a cauſe, Mr. Napkin, pray walk up. 
(with compoſure) ) _ 
Mrs. Coc. How I tremble! TS. 
| Mrs. Cam. Collect your fortitude; you know 
we ſhould always be prepar'd for the work... 


Enter Napkin in a travelling dreſs, ſplaſo'd, and 
ſeemingly fatigued. | 


Nap. My dear, good maſter! $4 Ba 

Mrs. Coc. My huſband! Oh, Lord, ſpeak! 
pray ſpeak. | 

Nap. Madam, will you have him bronght up 
to town, or ſhall he be buried in the country ? 
(weeps) | k | 

Ars. Cam. Dead? CO) 

Nap. I wiſh Henry the VIIIth had levelled 
Netley Abbey —my ſweet maſter's thirſt of 
knowledge ſuch a height top of the old ſpire 
—his head giddy - feeblè limbs ſtretching too 
far —a ſtone giving way—tho? I caught him by 
the heel - head foremoſt corner of a tomb- 
ſtone—daſh—Oh ! (weeps) 

Mrs. Coc. My fears are true. I faint—I die— 
Pleaſe to reach that chair. 


Mas. Cauouilx places @ chair, Mas. CockxLE- 
rob, with deliberation, bruſhes it with ber hand- 
kerchief, ſeats herſelf, takes out a ſmelling-bottle, 
applies it, and affefts to ſwoon. V4+-1 


Mrs. Cam. Nay, now, my dear friend, I 
thought you were a woman of ſenſe, If my jelt 
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on death ſhou'd cauſe one in earneſt? (oft) 
So be comforted. 

Mrs. Coc. (recopring) Centre did you yl 4 
How is that poſſible, my dear Mrs. Camomile, 
when I've heard you yourſelf remark that black 
don't become me, tho' if I was to oe like 
Almeria, in the Mourning Bride? 

Mrs. Cam. To confeſs The truth, 1 was afraid 
to tell you; but I before knew of this melan- 
choly event: and there that fooliſh boy, your 
nephew Frank, thro? his zealous reſpect for the 
memory of his uncle, has (contrary to all cuſtom 
and decorum) already order'd the whole family 
to put on the black clothes that were only 
'C'other day laid by, when the mourning for vouf 
brother-in-law expired. 

Mrs. Coc. Madam, you're very obliging. 

Mrs. Cam. I ſee this loſs bears hard upon your 
mind, therefore it may not be proper ſo ſoon 
troubling you with worldly affairs ; but now, 
my dear, that you'll have no children of your 
own, indeed you ſhou'd think of ſome eſtabliſh- 
ment for your niece Belinda. 

Mrs. Coc. VII firſt eſtabliſh my buſhand's ne- 

phew, Frank, merely to ſhew 7 prefer my dear 
man's relations to my own, 

Mrs. Cam: This will anſyer the ſame purpoſe, 
as Frank marries Belinda. (afide) Well, ſhall 
I tell the lad your good intentions towards 
him? 

Mrs. Coc. You're very kind, rn tell him 
myſelf; but III firſt conſult you, my good 
friend, on the thoughts I have had in my mind 
how to make him happy ; but, in my interyiew 
with the boy, 1 wou'dn't have any body elſe 
by. The hour of {orrow's. ſacred ; it's a cruel 

world, 
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world, and people unden aud ſenſual, 21. 
and fortunate, have little feeling for the a 


treſſes of a diſconſolate widow. 


Mrs. Cam. My dear creature, endeavour to 


keep up your ſpirits, 
M. Coe. Ah, friend! what ſhould a poor 


woman do that has loſt ſo good a A but 


| try toto get a better? ( [ Excunt, 


SCENE II. 


| Cocxlxxor's Houſe. 


Enter FRANK elevated with wine, and BELINDA in 
mourning. 


. Frank. Ha, ha, ha! this is the moſt whimſical 
thought of your friend, Mrs. Camomile ! 

Bel. Isn't it charming ? 

Frank. - Your aunt, and, indeed, the whoſe 
family, except Flounce and Napkin, who are in 
the ſecret, actually believe that my uncle's dead. 


Enter Nan, 


This is your had day, the birth of beauty rl 
give an entertainment, upon my ſoul! Ha, ha! 
Mrs. Flounce fays, “ Oh, Sir! I can't run any 
bills with the tradespeople *˙ but, bills and 
credit While we've money my uncle's curi- 
olity guineas ſhall fly. Ha, ha, ha! Illuminate 
the rooms brilliant, luſtres, N and 
chandeliers, | 

Nan, 


al i... 
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Nan, Yes, Sir, La! now where's Joey to do 
all this ? Mr. John, light the cluſters, jerry- "os 
and chanticleers, (ca/ls of ) 

Frank. Prepare the Saloon, Belinda, we vill 


have a ball. 


Nan. Air the Balloon, for maſter's going to 
play at ball. 

Frank. And lay ſupper ; then let Napkin ſend 
for a pipe and tabor; a dance we mult have. 
Tol, lol, lol! 

Bel. But indeed now, this extravagance— 

Frank. An't my kind aunt to give me my 
uncle's caſh ? Then, my Belinda, you and I go 
to church, and Hymen, in his ſaffron robe, 
ſhall lead us to the roſy bow'r,—Caa I ret ? ? 
you angel! (kiſſes her hand) 

Bel. For heaven's ſake, Frank, a little decency 
before the ſervants. How unfeeling muſt they 
think you. 

Frank, I'll ſhew you the feeling of ſervants for 


fuch a maſter. 


Enter Joun, Tromas, and two Maids in mourn- 
ing. 


Hark'ye, Tom the Coachman, you know your . 
maſter's no more ? 

Tom. Ay, Sir, death has whipp'd his horſes to 
their journey's end, to our great ſorrow. | 

Frank, Poor Tom! I'm told you're ſo griev'd, 
you've {worn never to touch a way of punch as 
long as you live. | 

Tom. Me! I'll be damn'd if I ever ſwore any 
ſuch thing. 

Frank. Ha, ha, ha! A jovial bout the ſervants 
ſhall have—we'll celebrate your birth. day. _ 

el. 
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Bel. But where's your friend the ſteward ? . 
* Frank. Right! Holloa, Hearty | Oh, true, 
I've ſent my poor old. fellow pacing , over 


Weſtminſter-bridge.—Fly, and every one bring 


in his hand, ſomething towards the good cheer 
of the night. * [Exeunt ſeverally. 


A Saloon illuminated. 
Enter CockL TOP in 4 Storm- cap, Roguelare, &c. 


Coc. All my doors open! this blowy night ! 
reminds me of the Liſbon earthquake ; but my 


ftorm-cap: has protected me.—Odd my not find - 


ing Belinda at Southampton.—-I wiſh 1 had come 
into town over Londen bridge, that now, is a 
fort of young ruin—-l love to paſs the Tabbard 
in Southwark, from whence Chaucer's pilgrims 
went to the ſhrine of Thomas-a-Becket Then 
the monument's growing a pretty rumble-come- 
tumble, ba, ha, ha! But then over Weſtmin- 
ſter bridge, to ſee Hearty mounted like a great 
equeſtrian ſtatue! And my man Joey holding his 
bridle like the Emperor of Morocco's blacka- 
moor l'm not ſorry Napkin left me; n 
knows now I have been at my ſweet Belinda's ; 
how glad my wife will be, when ſhe finds I'm 
come home, and well. (throws back the ftorm- 
cap, and looks. about the room) Eh ! my dear has 
e this do'nt ſpeak much feeling for my 
illneſfſs. 


Enter 
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Enter Tow with a cloth, not perceiving Cockt rot. 


m. While Napkin is uncorking the wine, 
I'll ſee if I can't ſpread a table as well as a ham- 
mer- cloth. (takes out a large table and begins to 
lay it—whiſjiles) I wonder who drives my old 
maſter now in t'other world, does he go up or 
down hill? 
Coc. Now, who has put Thomas my coach- 
man into mourning—As I left you a pied zebra, 
why find you a'black bear ( te 4 with his 


cane) 
Tom. Gee up! (ſuddenly * furprifed and 
terrified) | Exit. 


Cec. What's this about? 


Enter Nan with ſallad, which ſhe plac on the he 


table then picks a bit aut) 


— 


Nan. I loves beet- root. (puts it to ber month 

Coc. Yes, and ſo do I. (he looks at him frighten'd) 
Some of my family muſt be dead, that they're 
all ſo ſuddenly got dipp'd. Tell me young wo- 
man, for whom are you in mourning? (Nan 

ſhakes her head, puts her Nn to ber eyes and 
Exit.) 
I hav'nt miſtook my houſe, ſure I believe I'm at 
next door, 


Enter NaPKkiN, FLouncs, and two maid ſervants 
in a. 


Nap. Ha, ha, ha! Flounce, if you had ſeen 
how capitally doleful I play'd my part. 


Haunce. 
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Flodnce. None of your dolefuls now. Maſter 
away, Miſtreſs ſafe at Mrs. Camomile's; the 
houſe to ourſelves, and the young pair, ſince Mr. 
Frank will treat us to a little hop. 

' Nap. Ay, Flounce, for muſic you know Pm 
no bad ſcraper. * 

Flounce. No, Napkin: Nothing g ives ſpirit to 
a dance as a pipe and n ſo ſend out and lce 
if one can't be hired, K ö 


Euter two Maids, and Footman with a violin, 


Nap. My fiddle, John, thanky. (takes it) Now 
liſten, Flounce, for our country dance, only 
mind the violin; why, PII lilt op Jackey Bull 
ſprightly enough to move the dead, ay, even 
to make our old maſter caper about. Napkin 

lays N 

f 82. « Here, Jacky' s return'd from Dover.” 
(Joins in the dance, then ſeizes Napkin, the reſt run 
off ſhrieking) So, my good friend, I bring you into 
the country, you leave me lick, ſneak OY 8 
here I find you like Nero at Rome, raſping 
cremona. Explain, what brings you all in "black, 
if any body's deceaſed, why do you celebrate 
the | —— with feaſting and fiddling, and 
if nobody's dead, why change my dove-houſe 
into a rookery ? (Napkin puts his handkerchief to 
his eyes) Oh then there is lomebody—who i is it 
Eh! who? tell me—Vexation! an't I to know? 
—S'blood ! are people to die in my houſe, and 
I the maſter, and not be told. 

Nap: What, or who ſhall I ſay ? (afide) 

Coc. What am I to think of al this? 


vol. I, $3. Nap; 
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© Nap. Why, Sir, from ſeeing us alli 1 a back 
yo 're to=think—that—— 

Core W hat ? | 

Nap. That we're in mourning, — 
| - Coe. But for whom? It can't be my Friend 
Mrs. Camomile—My nephew Frank 00 Lord! 
if it ſhould be Miſs Belinda No, no; they 
woudn't fiddle and dance for them. — lt muſt be 
for ſomebody, for whom ceremony demands the 
outward ſhews of ſorrow; but nobody cares 
whether they liv'd or died. Now, there is one 
beloved perſon—that ] don't care a farthing for. 
(aſide) Yet I left her fo well ſee they're afraid 

to ſhock me—Napkin, is it—is it.—(Napkis 

ſhakes his head) It is my—my—wi i—wi— wife 
[Exit Napkin flowly) "Tis ſo! His filence is a N 
vration—Oh, my dear wife — | 


Enter Joey, ſhivering as of cold. 


| Fouy. Oh, oh ! It be a bitter fy night my 
Hands are ſtone, 
Cc. Are you petrified ? I wiſh you were, I'd 
put you on a bracket in my muſeum, 
_ © Joey. But, Sir, here we come home, find all 
vur ſarvants in mourning, and when I afks for 
wy they ſhakes their heads, and walk away. 
Cc. Joey, it's for—your—mikſtreſs. x 
b Joey My lady dead! Lawk how ſudden.—I 
believe — I ought to cry. (ade, lifts * the 
irt of bis ſcoat, and watches Cockletop.) 
Cor. The gentle friend, and e of my 
youth. (weeps) . 
Joey. Yes, I ſhou'd cry . (afide) Oh ! 
Coc. The belt of wives, ( ſorrowful) ; 
. a. 
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Joey. The kindeſt miſtreſs. (imitating) | 
Coc. (recovering.) Yet my ſervants MY 

ſhews how ill ſhe was belov'd. 

Foey. Yes, Sir, I ſaid to myſelf when I com'd— 
Joey, faid I, you have got a good maſter, but a 
bad miſtreſs. - 

Coc. Stay, now Im releaſed from her extrava- 
vagant vagaries— Why, ſhe'd give as much for a 
little toilet patch box, ay, as would purchaſe 
the black letter palace of pleaſure, her week's 
hair dreſſing would buy me Colly Cibber's Fop- 
pington wig—Then her temper, - . 

Joey. She was a wixen devil. 

Coc. Yet ſuch a pretty face, | 
vey. She was an angel for beauty, that 8 the 9 
truth on't—Oh ! (riet) 0 ro 

Coc, Yet ſhe was getting in years. | 

vey. Old enough to be my grandmother. 
Coc. With her Jlace-caps, and her fripperies; 


her private plays, her Denouẽment, and 
Cataſtrophe. 

Joey. If I didn't ſuſpect ſhe play'd in private 
with that Mr. Denemong behind the tapeſtry. 

Coe, I've no right to be ſo fad, 

Foey, Yes, Sir, we mun be glad Ha, ha, hal 
He, he, he! 

Coc. The funeral over, I'll do what Tve long 
— her —— g- room into my mu- 

Sum 32 

Joey, Her dreſſin g. doom would make me 2 
ſnug bed-chamber, 

Ge: What? 
Joey. I ſay, Sir, twou'd make you a nice e bed- 
room. 

Coc. No, a choice repoſitory for my antiquities. 

Joch. Yes, Sir; but indeed they have naw 990 

2 2 2 0 
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ol and ouſly, you ſhould beſpeak an entire new 
St. 
Coe. The room has an Faſt ape; che win 
dows face Athens, tho diſgraced now by Cock- 
ſpur perfumery, and Fleet-ſtreet Japanery—I'l 
remove her things out of it. 
f Joch. Certainly, Sir; kick them down Rairg— 
an't you man of the houſe ? | | 
Coc. I am. You're but a boy; but I ſee you ve 
ſpirit, follow me to her dreſſing- room. 
Joey. Yes, fir, Hem ! Luut. 


Enter Mrs. CockLETO and Nax, in mourning. f 
Mrs. Cac. Every room, every article of furniture 
only reminds me of my dear man—My beloved 
Frank's ill timed mirth does not correſpond with 
his haſte in getting every body into mourning ; 
but indeed, my poor huſband was never an 
Uncle to him. 

Nan. Oh, Ma'm, you look ſo well in your 
weeds. 

Mrs. Coc. Do 1 ? 

Nan. Why, your Ladyſhip's arm from the 
black ſleeve looks like the white leg of a fine 
fowl. - 

Mes. Coc. Tho' I revere the memory of my late 
huſband, yet his ridiculous paſſion for ſhells, 
foſsils and antique nonſenſe was got to ſuch an 
intollerable height, I was determined that on the 
firſt opportunity I'd fling his rebbiſh out of the 
houſe, and now I'IF do it—it's a good large room, 
and I think taſtily fitted, *rwill make me a moſt 
beautiful little Theatre, the thought charms— 
but, alas! my charrer is no more !---I'll inſtantly. 


go up, and throw all his old a and nk 
diles 
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diles out of the window---his Muſeum, (as he calls 
it) is a moſt horrid place; but I will have it 
clear'd out. Come. 5 

Nan. Yes, an't pleaſe you Ma am. [ Exeunt. 


Enter Jox v with Band Boxes. Toilet F urniture, Sc. 


Joey. Ho, ho, ho! Now if our Miſtreſs could 
but pop her head out of her coffin, and fee what 
a fine rummage we have made among her 
fal de rals trinketies, and ginglebobs (Takes 4 
ſmall Phial out of a dreſſing box and reads label) 
&«& C--0--s--cos— M--e--t--met—i--c--ic Lotion 
ce for the face”. (Taſtes it) Feace! Eh! this is a 

notion for the ſtomach—choice Cordial— 
the very thing that I wanted this cold night to 
warm my gay little heart, (puts it into his pocket) 
My miſtreſs was fond of ſilken geer, I wonder now 
how ſhe's contented with a ſhroud—they ſay 
what people ſet their hearts upon in this world 
runs ſo much in their heads, that, even in to'ther, 
they can't reſt if ſuch things ſhou'd be diſturb'd.— 
Meaſter ſays he'll give theſe to the flames, I'II 
aſk him to give them to my flame, pretty Nan, --- 
If ſhe gets this here cap upon her pate, and our 
lady miſtreſs was to come ſtalking in with a 
candle in her dead hand | 


Re-enter Mrs, CocLETop, with à candle. 


And then ſays Nan, with a trembling voice 

„ Who's there.” (Not perceiving her) 
Mrs, Cac, Dan't be afraid, Joey, it's only me. 
Joey. Marcy on us! (trembling) _ Jad 
Mrs. Coc. Heavens]! who has pull'd my things 
about in this way. (ſeeing them) 
Joey. 
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Joey, Now the Devil was in our Maſter that he 
could not let'n . bide (d I thought we Nee 
have her up. 
Mrs. Coc. Who did it ? | 
Joey. Will it quiet your poor ſoul ? Colemnly 
and frightened) 4. 
| Mrs. Coc. Bid Nan make haſte down to me. 
Then ſhe's, (points down) Ah, thoſe ladies 
lead fuch rory tory lives. (aſide) | 
Mrs. Coc. Nan I (calling) 
Joey. Don't hurt Nan, Pu go for the parſon · 
Exit terrified. 
Mrs. Coe. Parſon ! then my intentions to marry 
Frank are already known among the ſervants, 


[ 


Enter Nax, with various Antiquities, which foe 
lays on the table. 


Nan. Here, ma'am I've got a rare bundle of 
Antiqui- quackities Lord Lord Ma'am, what 
could bewitch our maſter to heap up ſuch a 
ſtock of lumber ? 

Mrs. Cog. Rubbiſh indeed! A neſt of moths 
and ſpiders---Ah ! let them be all thrown out; 
but PII ſee how Flounce dare to let my room be 
ranſack'd in this manner. [Exit in a paſſion. 

Nan. The ſkin of ſome foreign beaſt | ſup- 
poſe---Something rich here---({ooks in a box) 
Nothing but filthy old rags, he, he, he! If our 
dead meaſter's picture don't ſeem as if it was 
looking down directly at me. (Looking at a 


portrait over the chimney) Tho grand, this is a 
very diſmal room, 


Enter 
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Enter CoctLztor. 


Coc. Belinda here in the houſe !—Iy'e told 
Hearty to inform her of my intentions to marry 
her, and I'll compliment my deceaſed wife with a 
Cedar Coffin. Now muſt I promote her dreſſing 

room to the honor of being ae Treaſury of my 
Antiques, I wiſh Hearty wou'd come to help me 
to remove my precious—Eh ! they are removed. 
(Secing them) 721 

Nan. How Maſter's mind when he was alive 
did run upon theſe ſhabby Gimcracks.—Ok ! he 
cou'd not have priz'd it ſo much for nothing.” 
No, no, he had ſomething good. Lour odd old 
people are fond of hiding money in holes and 
corners; lud ! if here isn't—(raztling a ſmall box) 
Ay, don't you look down ſo ſharp at me, for I will 
have a peep thou I get a dead man's "pinch, 
(As ſbe's opening the box Cockletop pinches ber ear; 
ſhe turns, ſees Cockletop, ſpriets and runs of) | 

Coc. A moſt ſacriligious petticoat thief ! 


[Exit after ber. 


SCENE IV; and laſt, 


Another Apartment, a Table covered with Green 
Cloth. 


Enter Joxv, with @ Candle, (terrifed) 


Joey. I've left the parſon in the room (arts 
frightened) who's hete? But he inſiſts it be auld 
maſter that's dead, the good gentleman that juſt 
now with me for madam's death cried ſo 3 
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all five and merry ; but this ſtupid miniſter won't 
believe it, ſo, if he meets her there, and her 
ſpirit's. ſtil]. diſturb'd about her rumplified caps, 
ſhe'll claw him for certain. I know * where 
maſter's got, and the ſarvants ſeem all run to 
hide can't find Nan, I wou'd we were both 
ſafe again in the country.— Well, I've ſav'd this 
drop of cordial. Who's you? Heaven defend 
us! Oh, ſhe is come again! I have no hope 
now but my bottle and this table. (Puts out the 
light, gets bebind, and then under the table, WW. 


Enter MRS. COCKLETOP. © 


* Mrs. Coc. Frank! this is the room I defired 

a Camomile to bid him meet me in, and/here 
e comes—this way Frank. (calling off in a low 

voice) I'm glad there's no light tho, to diſcover 

wy bluſhes, at the open declaration I muſt make 
im, | 


Euler CockLE Top. 


Coc. As dark as an Egyptian Catacomb—Be- 
linda venturing to town muſt be on the report 
of her aunts death, and if Hearty has told her 
Il ſpeak to her, e | 

Mrs. Coc. Are you there? (in an under tone) 

Coc. Ves, tis ſhe, I wiſh we had a light, where 
are you? (in a low voice) 

Mrs. Coc. Eh! When 1 bury Mr. Cockletop--- 

Coc. Bury me! (aſde) No my dear it's for you 
I'm to make a mummy of Mrs, Cockletop 

Mrs. Cac. 
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255. Cor. Make mummy of me is it Frank? 


Cc. No, my love, I'm your own Coſey 
Tocklaftope e th: wor "4 4 

Mrs. Coc. Angels and miniſters ! it's the ghoſt 
of my huſband come to upbraid me.—Oh, much 
wrong'd.ſpoute! ©  —_ at 

Coc. Spouſe ! it's the ſpirit of my wife—Oh, 
Lord oh; great—injured goblin ! (be fall or 
their knees oppejie des) L 

Joey. (From under the table) Here's the parſon 
ſtriving to lay my miſtreſs, but ſhe'll ſurely tear 
his head of,—Eh! why! it's my poor dear 
maſter! Help! Murder! N 
Enter Ms. CAMONMHLE, Bel Id DA, Frank, and 

HEARTY. 


Mrs. Cam. Eh! what's the matter here? 

Foey. My Lady's ghoſt tearing auld Maſter to. 
pieces. (riſing haſtily, overſeis the table and runs 
0 N 


Mrs Coc. Mr. Cockletop alrve ! 
Coc. My wife nat dead! 


Frank. Uncle, you promiſed that when proved 


to be deceived in antiquities, Belinda ſhould be 
mine: {ſpeaks in his feigned- voice) Now, Zur, 
beſides the fifty pounds, give her to poor Taun- 


ton Dean. : 
Coc. Was't you ?-Take her.—I was a wiſe 


man, till my brain got love coddled ; fo, my 
dear, let's forgive Frank and Belinda, and for- 
get our own follies. = 
Hearty. Ay, Sir, and transfer our paſſion 
for ancient virtu, to the encouragement of mo- 
dern genius.— Had not Rome and Athens che- 
riſh'd the arts of their times, they'd have left no 
antiquities now for us to admire, 
VOL, I, 3A Bel. 
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Bel. Why rake for Gems the aſhes of the 
dead, 


And ſee the living Artiſt pine for bread. 
Frank. Give, 


While you live: 
Heirs who find caſh ip corners, 


Will at your funeral make right Mer. 
** Mourners. | 


' THE END. 
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DEDICATION, 


To Her Moſt Excellent. Maiefty the QUEEN. | 


AS a ſmall tribute of congratulation 
on the pattiotic ardour diſplayed by her 
Majeſty's Illuſtrious Son, His Royal 
Highneſs Frederick Duke of York, the 
early and brilliant example he has ſet 
to the Britiſh Troops of Military {kill, 
bravery and Humanity, evincing that 
he will. prove the Defender of his 
Country ; 

This Opera is with all poſſible humility 
laid at her feet, by her Majeſty's faithful 


ſervant, and 
Dutiful Subject, 


The AUTHOR. 
Brompton, 


** 1793. 3 
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SCENE, Londen and Greenwich, + 


SPRIGS OF LAUREL, 


ys if BIA | 
SCENE I. 
A Chamber at an Inn. 


Enter Captain CRUZER, and NIPPERKIN. 
_ CapTain- 


LEAVE my infant in a baſket at a gentleman's 
door, you villain | when I ordered that your 
wife ſhou'd bring it up with care and tender- 
neſs, 

Nip. Why, Sir, when my wife ſaid it was my 
infant, and wou'dn't take charge of it what was 

a poor honeſt peace-loving huſband to do ? 

Capt. Well; come, your intelligence? 

NMip. The babe was taken in, and chriſten'd 
Tommy Jones—the gentleman of the houſe in- 
tended to do well by it ; but being given to play, 
died inſolvent ; his family went to ruin, and 

poor 
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poor Tommy to the pariſh—the lazy overſcers 
farm'd the workhouſe to the village butcher, 
who, to feed his calves, ſtarved the children; 


here, like a 2 negro, he got hard work, 2 


2 * rning. 
nd Tp i is miſery, 2 charitable 
n lh ap him —— 

Nip. Yes, Sir; ſerved out his time with 8 
nor; but his ſpirit too noble for a mechanic, he 
liſted, and is this moment a gentleman common 
ſoldier in the foot- guards. 

Capt. But how to find him out? 


Nip. In my ſearch n cquainted with two 


honeſt ſoldier 1 * oor and Jack Sin- 
clair, and they're to bring me among the reſt— 
the ſerjeant-major Tactic, that has got the pret- 
ty daughter, may know, —l ll run a hum  Upah 
him. (aſide) 


Capt. Nipperkin, you were my re twen⸗ 


ty years back; but fince that, you've been ſuch 
a variety of raſeal, there's no truſting you now. 
Nip. I want no truſt—give me a ready gui- 
nea. 
Capt. To get drunk and * this buſineſs ! 
—no, diſcover my poor loft and yau ſhall 


have a hundred, 4 ſettle you in a farm, ſirrah. 


John! (calls) 


Eater a Servant with cane, hat and | fevers: 


I mult get off to Greenwich, ready to receive the 
Duke. (going) 

Nip. But, Sir, I intend this evening viſiting 
my old father at Chelſea—A little comfort for 
.the: honeſt ſoul. —(bolds out his hand) 


Capt. Chelſea, ob, your father's a penſioner ! 
well, 


rr 


well, there. (gives money) But uſe every ant 
vour to find the boy, mind. [ Exit. 
Nip. You fhall tle on me one hundred a 
— or find the boy yourſelf. Lucky, that ſtill 
eeping an eye to the lad's progreſs through 
life, I've this pull upon my old maſter— Till he 


bids more I'll not bring father and ſon together 
2 got loale from my wife, Ell make a good 
uſe 
drink like a ſoul, and divert myſe with the 
girls -i not. I'd be à man in a thouſand ! 


AIR.—Nipperkin, 


gar me a Lawyer refuſing'a 3 
ious 1 thinking Biſhop's ſee, 
oor who won't ſqueeze fick Ladies by the hand; - 
— whom his ſcrawl can well underſtand, 
Dancing-maſter obje& to dancing off with Miſs, 
A MethoUit Pra wks oe ty ar chm OW 
Young Enſign not proud o cockade, 
- — Bricth Tar, who of . afraid 
Parliament Elector, who never ſold his vote, 
Parliament Orator, who will not turn his coat, 


And that is a man of a thouſand. 
41. 
Shew me a Right Honorable heyy 3 to his word, 
Or a poor poet patroniz'd by 3 


An impudent Sharper cloathed all i in rags, | 

Or modeſt Genius counting o'er his 1 

A Church- warden who ſcorns to feaſt upon the poor, 

Fat Aldernian who cannot calipaſh endure, \ 

A Groom too honeſt to rob horſes of their corn, 

Wiſe Cuekold who bluſhes to wear a gilded horn, 

Sportſman mind In lloping over wheat or ſtubble, 

Or unn, of State take nothing for his trouble, 
And that leg man a thouſand. 


ine Be; 3B SCENE 


time—ſince Pm come to London, Pll 
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 _ SCENE IL. 
4 The Green Park. 


Enter SixcLIa Nx. 


Sin. Pleaſant enough, on our march from 
Windſor, Lenox flipping a note into my hand, 
the inſtant I gave him one; but what ſays his. 
(read) * Dear Sinclair, as ſoon as off 


walk into the park, I want to ſpeak wi 
particular buſineſs.” —Almoſt' the very 


ce on 


$ ard, 


you 


words of mine to him; he's my friend; I'll aſk 
his advice before I determine to marry Marry, 
Determane ! oh, my heart! 1 


AR. Sinclair. 


When night, and left upon my guard, 


Nor whiſp'ring breeze, nor leaf is heard, 
And ſtars between cloſe branches peep, 
And birds are}huſh'd in downy ſleep, 

My ſoul to ſofteſt thoughts reſign'd, 

And lovely Mary, fills my mind. 


At every noiſe, for bluff «**WRo's there!” 


I gently ſighs ©* #t thou, my fair? 
"Th 


y dying ſoldier haſte and ſee, _ 
Oh come, ſweet Mary, come to me,” ._ 


As on my poſt, thro' blaze of day, 


The wretched, happy, ſad and gay 
In quick ſucceſſion move along, 

I ſee, nor hear the paſſing throng ; 
My ſoul ſo wrapt in Mary's charms, 


I hug my muſket in my arms. 


So, all of paſſion, joy and grief, 


When comrades bring the glad relief, 


I cry thy ſoldier, haſte and ſee, 
Oh coine, ſweet Mary, come to me! 


Enter 
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Enter Lenox. 


Len. (reading a note) « I've a great deal to fay 
to you” —and I've a t deal to ſay to him 
Oh! he's here— Well, 1. Sinclair, what's "his affair? 

Sin. Nay, what's your's with me. 

Len. Come, you tell firſt. 

Sin, No, no; you, let's hear. 

Len. Not a word from me till you—— 

Sin. I'm determin'd that you thall—come II 
not ſpeax _ 

Len. Now I beg you'll-— | 

Both. Then you muſt know, ha, ha, ha! 
Tien. Why, we're like people in the ſtreet 

giving each other the way; TS here Top, and 
now you paſs on. 

Sin. Then, Ned, © of all the girls in our town,” 

to me there's none like Mary Tactic. 
Tien. Why, I think het s a moſt charming 
pretty ſoul, | 

Sin. Ay, and I love her. 

Len, I know I love her. 

, Sin. Oh, you muſt miltake z it's I that adore 
er. 

Len. Upon my 3 you're wrong ; ; for I'm 

the man that wou'd die for her. 
N Sin. That's as much as to Ty you'd Gobt for 
er. 


Len. Any man but you. 
Sin. Why, Lenox, 1 ſhou'dn't like to fight 


you. 
Len. But any other, I didn't mind how great. 


Aye, even the corporal, 
Sin. Any fellow that dar'd to think of Mary. 


Len. Do you call me fellow, Jack ? : 
$242 Sin. 
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Sin. Yes, you're a good fellow. - 
Len. Was it to tell me that you loved Mary | 
Tactic, that you defired me to meet you? 
Sin. Was your only buſineſs on to ah wo 
know 72 ben her ? | 


DUE r. Sch ont Baues 


Len. I like each girl chat I come near, 
Tho none I love but Mary z 
Oh, ſhe's my darling, only deat | 
Bewitching little fairy. 

I aſk a kiſs, and ſhe'looks down, 

. Her cheeks are ſpread with bluſhes, 

By Je beck be I hy tier | 

e e gent 

7 I like each girl, #6 


Sin. When of twas blawn, and *twas my place 
To fly for — bonnet, 
So —— look d her lovely face, 


There I ſtood gazing on it. 
Dreſs' d all in white ſhe tripp'd fire home, 


And ſet my blood a thrilling, 
O, zounds! ſays I; the French are come, 
Sweet Mary look'd ſa killing, 
I like each girl, &c; 


Ln. When to our Colonel at review 
f A Dutcheſs ctied, fo airy ! 
« How does your Royal Highneſs do?” 
Says I, “ thank you, Mary.” 


Sin. To quick time, marching t'other day, 
Our fifes play'd Andrew Cary, 
To every girl I gave the way, 


In compliment to Mary. | 
I like each girl, &c. 


” 7 2 


Sin, I've a greater ring for you than for all 
the men in our regiment put together, 
Len. 


SPRIGS OF LAUREL. 972 
Len, I al thought my friend, and 
Im 8 your — ES us leave. it f to 


Mary's own choice. 

Sin. Why, true; it's a pity to teize a young 
woman that can never love one. 

Len. And it's fooliſh and ill-natured to ſtand 
in the way of another man's happineſs, when we 
can't forward our own by it. 

| Sin, Here the comes; let's aſk her i in down- 


right Engliſh. | 
2 Done. | [They retire. 
Enter Mary, 


Oh, come away, 
Come, my-ſoldier bonny 

I am ſmart and gay, 
But for handſome Jo 


Enfign pretty doll, 
Crimſon ſaſh ſo wrapt in; 
Minces, charming Poll, 
„Can you love a Captain?“ 
Oh, come away, ke. 


- 
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To his fine marque, 
At the camp, laſt ſummer, 
He ſent ur me to tea, 
By the little drummer. 


—— ti — 
To 2 
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Pn 


Oh, come away, &c. 


—— — 
Not — 2 — 


3 


Officers ſtand 
Under each cockade, 


| Sly, an eye cocks _— 
come n 


As I croſs rade, 
Vlinking ; 


&c. 
Johnny ſteps in time, | 
Sweetly plays the hautboy ; | / 

Hearts all merry .chime, 


March, and beat the foe, boy. | 
Oh, come away, &c, 


Oh, 


'% 
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Oh, Sinclair, did you ſee 1 my father —15 that 
Lenox? 

Len. (apart to Sinclair) Aſk her. 4 

Sin. No, do you? (apart) | 
TL.en. Mary, you know very well, that think 

| you 2a moſt charming girl. 

Mary. Well, that's no fault of mine: 

Len. No, its no fault—for to be ſure you can't 
help being the fweeteft ſoul—yon're fure Mary, 
| Ide you ; but here's Jack Sinclair ſays he does, 

Mary. Oh yes; he told me ſo. 

Len. Well; but didn't I tell you I lov'd you? 
Mary. Well, and if you do, you can't help 
that, you know. 5 

Len. We don't want to quarrel, becau ſe that 
woudn't be friendly. 

Sin. No; twoudn't be like brother ſoldiers; 
ſo yourſelf confeſs which of us you love. 

Len. Ay, do, Mary, your word ſhall decide it. 


Mary. Which of you 1 love! Upon my ho- 


nour that's very vain of you both —a pretty 
decent ſort of a confeſſion 1 for a girl to make; 
but certainly was J to marry, l muſt chuſe only | 
one. 
Len. Ah, but, Mary, wou'd you chuſe one of us? 

Mary. Indeed I wou'd. 

Len. Sweet girl, but which ? 

Sin. Ay, which, Mary ? 

Mary. Well, I will own it, if you'll both pro- 
miſe not go fight ſword and piſtol up in Hyde 
Park, as the officers do, 

Sin. If you chuſe Ned Lenox, may I be 
whip'd if I wiſh him the leaſt ill- will. 

Len. And, my lovely Mary, if you prefer 
Jack Sinclair to me, if I ever bear him a grudge 


for it, may I be drum'd out of the regiment. 
Mary, 
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Mary. Heigho ! it's a ſevere taſk, but— 
AIR.— Mary. | 


When in a garden ſweet I walk, r, 
The charming flowers admiring, „ 
Each nods upon its tender ſtalk, | T4 
And ſeems my touch defiring, 
Tho? all of beauties are poſſeſs d, 
5 122 * rej I | 
FVet only one, for Mary's breaft, 
By fancy is ſeleQed. 82 
Full conſcious of thy faith and truth, (zo Lenox) 
No wrong to thee intended, | | 
Ah! ſhould I chuſe ſome other youth, 
| ( giving her hand to Sinclair) 
Be not fond youth, offended. (to Lenox) 
The ſtarting tear, the heaving figh, 
True figns, not diſregarded ; 
But, by a maid more fair than I. 
Oh), be thy love rewarded. 


Len: (cordially ſhakes bands with Sinclair) My 
dear fellow, I give you joy. (turns and wipes 
his eyes) os 5 | 

Sin. Was it any thing elſe but Mary, I cou'd 
poor Lenox ! DO 


% 


Enter NiePERKIN, ſinging. 


Nip. Ah, boys! Jack Sinclair, Ned Lenox, 
come from duty at Windſor ?—Rare changes 
ſince you were laſt on the parade! 

(Drum without. ) 


Len. The roll-call. (voting out) 


* TRIO. 
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TRIO.—Lenox, Sinclair, and Mary: 


Len. Tap beats the dub upon my aching heart, 18 
Sin. Sad ſtrikes the ſound that bids me hence depart; 


Len. Ah! can I from you ſtay ? 
Nia. One kiſs and then away. 
Mary. Go to your duty, go. 


Mary. Is that to muſter the men? For what? 

Nip. For what! Why, to draught out a de- 
tachment for Holland, 3 
Mary. And do Sinclair and Lenox go? 

Nip. To be ſure, if ſo their lot be. 
Mary. Oh heavens'! [ Exit haſtily, 


Eater Serjeant Major Tactic. 


Tac. (calling off) Mary! Ay, off to the parade 
I ſee my daughter will have a foldier—you, Sir, 


run after that gitl. 


Vyp. Im a married man; and mus pt run after 
the girls. 28 5 


* 


Tac. What, then you're married? 

Nip. Yes, Sir, and ſo is my wife, a poor wo- 
man, Sir—]'m not worth quite a plumb, might 
have made my fortune by marriage, I have had 


my opportunities among the dear ereatures. III 


Tac. What do you ſwear ſo, you raſcal! 


ſee if his majorſhip won't ſtand a glaſs of ſtout 
punch (ade) Sir, I want to go abroad. 

Tac. Why? © ks 

Nip. Becauſe, I don't want to ſtay at homes 
I've left my wife there. | 

Tac. Where? | 
Nip. Why death and ounds! at Dotking in 
Surry. | 


Nip. 
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p. To ſhew you I'm fit for 4 ſoldier, | 


122 But re ak are you now? , 

Nip. Nothing; tho” I was every thing—an 
AuRion-portet; Watchman, Town-crier, Mon- 
mouth-ſtreet Pluck- em- in, Playbouſe Conſtable, 
Dog-ſteater—High and. low. Life; Sir, from 
Guard of a Sta „to Waiter in a 'Cyder- 
cellar,—my days have been a round of © paſt ten 
o'clock” juſt a going” —* nobody bid * 
6 oh yes,” this is to give notice | 
in”—handlome ſuit of clothes, fit you 6 — 
take care of your pockets'—(whilttes) here, 
boy poor fellow! Ponto, Pouto”—#« your piat, 
Sir—chawpaign, cackagay!” * 
| [imitate blowing a born. 
Tac. So then, friend, © op ve come off from 
your wife to turn ſoldier 

Nip. Why, Sir, ſhe vex'd me into ſuch a 
paſſion, that I muſt beat ſomebody ; ſo I thought 
it more honourable to flog the enemies of my 
country, than the wife of 45 boſom, 

Tac. But how did ſhe vex you? 

Nip. Sir, I love a drop of ale — t other day, 
we had a mug ſhe puts it to her head; my 
dear,” ſays I, *« ſtop, the devil is painted at the. 
bottom, and 'twill frighten you if you look on't» 
—ſays ſhe © I defy the devil and 1 his works,“ 
and up ſhe puts it—* hold, my love, fays I, 
© youre a bit of a democrat, and it's his Na- 
jeſty that's painted at the bottom" no,” ſays 
ſhe, « I'm a loyal ſubje&, and I long to ſee the 
King! s jolly face”—So again up went the jug, and 
the devil a drop ſhe left in it for me. 

Tac. Ha, ha, ha! what's your name. 

Nip. Nipperkin.— Mr. Nipperkin, Sir. 

VOL, 1, 36 Tok, 


„n SPRIGS OF LAUREL. 


Tac. Then Mr. Nipperkin we'll ſee if we can't 
make a ſoldier of ,. Tt + 
"Nip. Oh, Sir, that's as eaſy as making an at- 
torney 2 rogue, or make this à ſtrong arm, when 
its already at hand make 2 ſoldier! hem! Sir, 
you do the exerciſe capital I ſuppoſe, he, he, he! 
thew us a bit—wheel! to the right! Rop, Sir, 
till I chalk your arm. - ED eee 
Tac. Why do you-think I don't know my 
 ngkc from 'my ag? } tl ul 1 
Nip. Do you? ( gravely) huzza | the ſerjeant 
major; knows bis right hand from his left— 
(capers, halloes and wavts his hat) 
Tac. Why, you dog, are you humming me? _ 
© Nip. Yes, r. | 
DUET.—Ta#ic and Nipperkin. 
Tur. March! before | ice Laco. 
NWG. B eng pane, 
Tac. Sblood! don't fear, my little hero. 
Tis only to be atteſted. TY 
Nig. Oh} what then I muſt take an oath Þ 
Here goes; I ſwear by Jingo, | 
Pl] not turn ſoldier, till we both 
Together tipple ſtingo. 


Tac. _— all wy heart, 

e'll take a quart. | | 
Mp. Or bowl of punch. | ä : 2 
Both. That's better. 4 


Nip. But firſt a ſlice 
| Of ham ſo nice, 
| For I approve a whetter. 
Both, For I approve a whetter.. 
Tuc. Lou have but to ſail o'er to Holland d'ye ſee, 
| And the French kick back to their nation; 
Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, you and me, 
Will fit down to a jolly-fication ; | 
Nip. I'm tir'd of kiſſing old Judy, my wife, 
I muſt have a pair of new lips, 
So, when I'm in Holland, upon my life, 
I'll be at their fine Dutch tulips, 


5 


Bath, 
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Both, Then we have but to ſail, o'er to Holland Pye fee, 
And the French kick back to their nation; 
Then the Emperor, Stadtholder, Pope, you and me, 
Will ſit do own to a een 
© [Excunt. 


SCENE III. | 
The Parade in Se, James 1 Park, 


Euer Ma RY, 


| Mary. No, I car'r ſee any one to Ave me 2 
true account how they 89 on. 


| Enter Lizwox, (nach agitated.) | 


Oh, well, Lenox, and how ? ay, tell us. 

Len. My unlacky fate! curfed chance. 

Mary. Oh ! then you are one of them that's 
drafted to go abroad in all theſe dangers. 

Len. And, Mary, do you think its that. that 
could have vex'd me ſo? ; I ſee what a mean opi- 
nion you have of me—l_ now don't wonder at 
you preferring Jack Sinclair to me you think 
I'm a cowardly poltroon. 

Mary. No, indeed, Lenox : I know you've A 
very good fpirit—I didn't mean to diſparage you; 
but | rene to think of the dreadful laughter 
thoſe poor fellows may be expoſed to, | 

pA, Dreadful ! Isn't it glory ? 


32e 2 | AIR. 
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| AIR Lenox. LS 


Aſpiring thoughts my b breaſt expand, 
Ah! why to me is given a ſoul, 
Proudly impatient of command, 
Vet doom'd by fate to bear controul i 
Oft at the haughty ſerjeant's will, \ 
recruit at chilling morn, 

I've ſtood for hours the tedious drill, 

Sad object of his blows and ſcorn. 


II. 


| Nor ſank my youthful ſpirits then. 5 
Tho? fierce he poiz'd the dread rattan, 
I thus, when taught to conquer men, 
* Suppreſs'd the feelings of a man; 8 | 
And now the harveſt's warring pride, 
When — triumph, Frenchmen el, 


A uſeleſs tool I'm thrown able, | 
* Whilſt others __ the g! rious feld. 


Enter Stel aln. 


Sin, Oh, my Polly! we muſt part. 

Mary. How ! 

Sin. The lot is gaſt, and Tm call'd away—]I 

muſt leaye you. K 

Mary. And can you? Oh my love! 

Len. What then, you go? you have the up- 
per hand of me in every thing. I muſt ſneak 
about here in the park, like a watchman—my 
marches from Story's gate to the ſtable yard, and 
all my war's with the old women to take off their 
pattens; whilſt you, led on by your Prince—l 
ſhall go diſtracted! 

5 Sin. You've little cauſe to envy me—refle&t, I 


leave Mary, 1 leave her with you tov—my . 
— wit 
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„that love, that deſerve her 0 och | 


—with 
better t 


an myſelf 
Enter benin and Taerie. 


Tac. Not liſt you raſcal 1 after fwallowing 2 
bowl of punch ? P's, 
Nip. My dear Sir, on't in a paſſion—I 
Mis 1 —— for both, _ | 
Tac. Your reaſons, you raſcal 
My. Death and ounds, Sir, don't ſwear but 
my reaſon that I wou'dn't turn ſoldier, is becauſe 
I hate fighting; and I drank up the punch becauſe 
I love drinking, that ſhews that I'm both a ſafe 
and a good companion. +» 
Tac. You're an arch raſcal, and I don't know 
what to make of you ? 
£ Nip. Then I'll tell you what you'd beſt do, 
ir. 
Tac. What! 
Nip. Give me another bowl, Sir, and let me 
aleo 
Tac. Come, Sinclair, quick yon ve but little 
time to prepare your knapſacg. 
Mary. (with emotion) Dear father muſt he 
oO? 
: Tac. To be ſure. | r 
Nip. Oh, certainly: he muſt go and protect 
us all. Egad. I'm like a minifter of ſtate; whilſt 
I fit at peace at home over my bottle, I. ſend 


other men out to fight that I may enjoy it in com- 


fort. 

Tac. Mary, Sinclair and Lenox are honeſt 

lads— I know they both love you; but as the 

miſery or happineſs of marriage will chiefly affect 

you, I leave the chhice of a huſband entirely to 
yourſelt, 


382 SPRIGS OF LAUREL; 


yourſelf, my girl. If Lenox is the man, love 
favours him; but if Sinclair, what he loſes in 
love, he muſt make up in honor—give him a 
kiſs, and a few of iny beſt rufiled ſhirts ; "OY: n 
_ and that affair's ſettled. 
Stn. Farewell (ro Linox)adieu? (20 ny 
Mary. Oh! my heart will break! deareſt fas 
ther, cart you get him off? 
Tac. Child, I wiſh him too well even to attempt 


| it. 
Len. Jack, don't think me 2 worthleſs fellow, 
tho' I am ſhov'd afide, and you choſen for the 
| of honor—*'tis only blind fortune has done 
it; for had ſhe fix d on me, 

Sin. My love, beſides your conſtancy; I rely 
on the generoſity of Lenox; in my abſence, 
don't avoid him; it will be my only comfort to 
reflect, that I have in England a faithful ſweet- 
heart, and a true friend. | 

Nip. Hem; ( fings) ** My Poll and my Part- 
ner Joe.“ (looks archly and Axnifcantl at Lenox 
and Mary.) 

Mary. I don't know who you are; but you 
are a very impudent fellow. 

Nip. Dont know who I am and yet know 
I'm a very impudent fellow. Drum without 
Rub-a-dub, boys, hey, for Holland ! 


DUEr. Sinclair and Mary. 
Mary. Dear youth, keep this for Mary's ſake; 
Sin. Sweet maid this poor remembrance take; 
$ | When rivals tender things ſhall ſay, 


(They exchange Tokens) 
| Oh, look on that and turn away! 
Mary, Should rivals win thy *witching ſmile, 
| Think what thy Mary feels the whale. 


Sin. 
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Lin. When bullets whiſtle in the wind, 
My only fear, 
My only dear, 
Is for my ure left behind. 
Mary. Midſt a. fields may angels come, 
3 : nd o'er thy head 


Their pinians 
a homme: 


Then bring my fore in 
Euter Officers, Soldiers, Gr. prepared for the 
March —A Tai of other Charafers taking 
Leave. 


GRAND CHORUS. 


Our Gracions George, and Charlotte's Son, 
"pn Fore! Frederic leads us on. 


AlR. omen. 


Britannia fell a ſhower of piteous tears 
To ſee, (alas!) an hapleſs Monarch bleed; 

The Royal Widow's mournful plaint he hears, 
And bids her . rous ſons revenge, the GR deed. 


_ EnORVS. 


To arms, ſhe cries, to fave, 4s now the word, 
gy Hovk apt amends e e 


Our Gltietoda Georgs,; and Charlotte's Son, | 
Tis Royal Frederic leads us on. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT, 
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SCENE f. 
Nigbt.— The Park near Buckingham Houſes 
Lxxox diſcovered as Centinel. 
Lenox, N 


Every circumſtance turns out ſo contrary to 
what might have made my friend Sinclair happy, 
and perhaps baniſh for a time the thoughts of 
Mary from my mind. Since I've no place in 
Mary's affections, what's in England worth a 
thought ?—I burn, I'm mad with defire to fol- 
low the Duke. To be left ſtuck up here 
like a lamp-poſt, with an uſeleſs muſket in my 
hand—Tve a mind to put it to uſe—(p/acing it 10 
bis head)—but my life's not my own.—For all 
Sinclair bid me ſee Mary, what now muſt he 
feel, on the reflection that he's left her behind 
with me ?—Tho' I ſcorn to take advantage of 
his abſence—T'll avoid the fight of her, 


AIR, 


7 
CI 
* | * 
. 4 1 * 9 o. 5 . 
5 P : N " 
„ * 1 * 
* N % 
- Pe @ ” * 2 N 
4 — 


AlR.— Lana. | 


_— The 12 J of Hope by rays ; of tight ; 05 
From thy dear eyes was fed Mary; 
* — * come, god 25 of night; 
ev nope j ; ar 
| 'The $ 1 all ho rl Bo ine, «<5 
4 Fa give another dawn Mary; - | 
wy — light kind looks from thee; 
| For Ever they're withdrawn Mary. 


1 Iod thee much and for thy fake; 
T1 neer will love again Mary; 
If ever yet a heart did break, 
| [Thou'ſt rent, this heart jn Cain Mſary 
In wild deſpaix III fly to | 
And death for thee defy =>; 
When I'm no more, thy true love's name, 
| May draw from des eh Marys 85 


Enter Nibpenzin, (drank,) ith a ſmall xx 


Nip 2 Tol, 1ol, Jol |=<Now, if 1 can ber out 
thro” this ſame Buckingham am Gate 

Len. Who goes there??? 

Nip. Brand y—(bolding uf theeg) 

Len. You'd better give an 
Mp. To what? 
. To me. e 

My. Your ion? Oy 

Len. I aſk'd who went there. 

Nip. Then you aſk'd a very filly queſtion, 
when you. might: ſee it was a brave A 
the town's our o] i 
Len. Damn your trifling ! Give, this inſtant, 
a proper atifwer, or 1'Il fire. (pre 

Nip. ( (dreps on his knees) Hold! be quiet. Is 
that your politeneſs? Juſt under the very eye of 

ol. I. 3D the 


— 
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| the Court © Bert nd wk 


„ 


—ſweet creatures that may now be dreamin 


of the lords in waiting, and 
ſtick, and ſuch other grand 


white rod, and gold 


affairs. 


Len. Em in no jeſting humour Quick, ſpeak! 
Nip. S'blood! are you deaf? I'm ſpeaking as 
quick as I can. Stop ! your firing will be petty 


treaſon—Her Majeſty may 


be at this moment 


in a ſweet dream; that one of her beloved ſons, 
her gallant Frederic, is returning crown'd with 


Laurels. 5 


Len. And I no hand in placing them on his 
brow ! By heavens I'll not ſtay I'll follow the 
detachment, tho“ they ſhoot me for a' deſerter. 
Hold! this fellow may—why, it's Nipperkin ! 

Nip. Didn-t I tell you it was a brave boy; yet 
you wou'dn't believe me—after getting ſo nobly 
drunk, to frighten me back into ſobriety ! and 
ſo I've now all to do over again, Why, you 
don't mind what trouble you give a poor man. 
(knocks with his knuckles againſt the keg) Are you 
within? Very well—Pl be with, you, or you 


ſhall be with me. 


Len. Where were you going ? 
Nip. To the college. My fat 


her is a Chelſea 


penſioner; and about once a quarter; like a du« 
tiful ſon, I bring the honeſt gentleman, a little 
brandy and tobacco, and ſuch other dainties, to 


.comfort his old ſoul. 


Len. You're right to be kind to your father 


—— (ive me your coat. 


Nip. Kind to my father! Give me your 


coat! — That's very odd t 
night. | 


alk at this time of 


Len. 
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Len. You take this—Quick —¹⁰ change 
cloaths) . 
Nip. I fancy 


I look better in the King's s coat 
than the King wou'd look in mine. 

Len. Give me your' hart 

Nip. Sir, take your's off the block, (printing to 
Lenox's head, and bowing) © 

Len. ( gives him his muſket) There; now. ſtand 
you in my place, 

Nip. Did ever I think I ſhou'd bave a place at 
Court.?—* Who goes there?” ( preſents at 2 
Speak, or dam'me, Il fire! Pm in no jeſting 
humour—talk ! or PII blow your brains over the 


canal, thro' the Horſe-Guards, croſs the way to 


Whitehall, into the lottery- wheels. 
Len. Silence! (afide) The royal and affec- 


jonate parents ſend a darling ſon to face the pe- 


rils of war, to affert his country's honour !: What 
Soldier won'dn't follow the illuſtrious example. 
—Huſh! ppt a word. 
[Exit with caution. 

Nip. _ that fellow's gone to commit a 
robbery in my coat, and | ſhall get hang'd 
for it : The 
giye my poor father his drop—Then | mutt give 
It to his poor fon. (takes * 1 and drinks) 
I'll ſmoke a pipe too. { /its on ) Well, he 
didn't take my match, and my the tap) of phoſ- 
phorus. (takes a pipe, fills, lights, fits on the 
keg and ſmokes) If my wife was here now, I 
| ſhow'dn't have all this ſport to myſelf. (ger, 
takes up the keg ana drinks) My chair produces 
good table drink, 


3D 2 ' -+ Ai, 


gate's ſhut, and I can't get out to 
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AIR -M 


A olaſy 3 1s good, and'a laſs is good, 
And a pipe to vey x cold weather ; 


The world is and the people are g + 
And we're 135 good fellows 9 eve. 


- Abotlle it is a very good thing, N 5 
With.a good deal of good wine in it; | 


A ſon 12 when a Jody can 
And to to niſh, we mult begin * * 


A table is good, when ſpread with cok err, 
And good company fitting round it; 
When a ood way off, we're not yery near, 
 Andfor fort orrow the devil confound ie. 


A dls is god, be; 


Af friend i is good, when you're out of good ck, 
For that's a good time to tr — 5 
7 a Juſtice good, the Ranch of a buck, 
ſuch a good prefent you buy him. 


A fine old woman 15 is good when ſhe's dend, 
A rogue very good for good 2 
A fool is good, by the hoſe to be led, 


My good ſong deſerves a "yy bangin 
A f 1s ; good, Kc. 


But it's getting cool here, 11 freſed. VII ſtep in- 
to my parlour. (ate up 1he 525 and Zoet into the 
| centry box, ft ts and fall 4 aſletd) | 


— 
* 


Enter Mary. 


Mary. As my dear lover faid, there can't be 
the leaſt danger in paying ſome attention to poor 
Lenox whilſt he's away, He took on fo at my 
refuſing him, and the loſs of his comrade, that 
1 know he hasn't eat a morſel (nu bleſſed day. 

He 
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He has a tender ind an honeſt heart, and ſure 
no harm for me to try if I can comfort him. 
The Park's got ſo fill; he may eat and drink 
ſome'at, as I'm ſure he wont come to me when 
he's reliev'd. Lenox! (goes towards the box, cal- 


ling ſoftly) Oh, my heavens ! 5 rem he _—_ t fallen 


aſleep; and here's the corpora 
down the walk) If he's — © fo 
(calls) 
Nip. (ſpeaking in his Ap) Take cave of your 
ckets. - 
mm Get up. ; | el 
2 Paſt four velock! Sons of 

Mary. Sure he's been drinking to arive away 
his ſorrows.” Rife! Here's the e 
Mp. Pray walk in, Sir I've a 19 858 coat vill 
* fit you. 


Enter e and Guards | 


0 Eh! Sleep on your poſt! Holloa ! 
b ! here'll be rare flogging 1 2765 take _ 
arms | drag him up! | _ 

Nth. Fine cloudy morning | 

Cor. Ay, dam'me, it will be a fine cloudy 
morning with you, peeping eren che iron 
bars of the Savoy. | 
Mary. Dear Mr. Cotporal— — 

Cor. Is that Miſs Mary Tattic ? 

Mary. You know Lenox is à good ſoldicr, 
and ſhould be excuſed if he's a bit over taken, 
conſider, taking leave of his comrades ; you know 
he's ſo well beloy'd, and ſuch a temptation—then 


} (looking 
ou — 


his ſpirits in ſuch a tate, a very little liquor might 


have intoxicated 


Nip. 
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Np. (eder) —That dogikin will make 1 pair 


of pumps. 
Cor. My ſkin You'll ſee what the drummer 
will make of your dogſkin. 


Mary. Pray, don't inform the commanding 75 


Cor. Why, Miſs Mary, you — it's not in my 


power to ſave him, if, as you 5 he's s brought to 
court- martial for this. | 

Mary. His Royal Highneſs is ood and merci- 
ful — ſure he'd conſider fo excellent a ſoldier 
as Lenox—Now/do let the poor fellow come to 
his ſenſes, and ſay nothing of it. 

Cor. But then I ſhou'd - be unit, my = 
ſelf, Miſs---Muſt give him up take him to the 
Savoy. 

Mary. Unhappy creature! and yet I'm aſhamed 
of Lenox.---However, I'll — my father uſe 
all his intereſt for his pardon. How have I been 
deceived in him! and how. fortunate that my 
heart wasn't caught by his kind and obliging 
manners. -He lov'd me- he is Sinclair's rand: 
and therefore has a right to my aſſiſtance. 
| [ Exit. 


Cor. Why, he wou'd ſtand a better chance of 
mercy from his Royal Highneſs - his ſentence here 
might be death.---I'll pretend not to know but 
he's one of the drafts that has ftaid behind; 
and to colour it, I'll neither ſee nor talk to 
him; but at day-break, a guard ſhall take him 
to Greenwich time enough before the men 
embark. 


CATCH, 
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Corp. | Rare rattling boyz, dou't let your pier go 
defire, | 

For faling © ſouls; the Savoy—-ho 1 
Nig. I'm Captain Muz.---(4/7) Are you 8 4 65 
Corp, __. 8 ye, 'quire ! | . 4 


ral 
1. Pm — ay 


2. Im Drummer Dob, Aud 
3. Tm Natty Jack, ey 
4. I'm Paddy Whack, 
F. I'm Darby Drill, 
6. I'm Roving Will, 
7. I'm Nimble Nick, 138; 
8. I'm a Good ſtick, | 
g I'm Deyil Dick.---Zounds! what's s your name 
Nip. aſt four o'clock (4) We'll make you tame! 
S' blood and fire! 
Corp, Drink, ſoldiers, drink, and bear no blame. 


LExeunt. 


SCENE II. 
S 


Enter Laxox in NirrERKIx's Cloaths, and Capt, 
CRUIZER, 


3 No ſuch thing friend. 


Len. Do, dear, good, worthy *. let me go on 
board your tender. 
Capt. But for what? 


| Lin. To partake of the glorious choddidon of 
my comrades. 


Capt - 


"1 
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ce, Your comrades 1.— Y y, what, zte ydn 3 
e | Wn HR (PF 
Len. (cenfuſet) Ves. ſir no I am 


Capt. If a ſoldier, and not one of the drafted 
men, what brings you to Greenwich? and if you 
belong to the detachment, why-out of your regi+ 
mentals, and not with your corps? e 7 

Len. Sir, I am as yet, only in wiſh a ſoldier--- 
I faid © my comrades,” becauſe Im acquainted 

with a number of the men; and I've conceived 
ſuch a friendſhip for ſome of the honeſt fellows, 
that I can't turn my head to any buſineſs, with the 
grief of being ſeparated from them---qnly let me 
go, and you'll ſee how I'll fight. [$a 

Cap. But do you know the-cauſe ? | 

Len. Humanity. To ſtop the ravages of war 
abroad, ſecure the bleſſings of peace, commerce, 
plenty and happineſs at home to Old England, 
where a good King is the common parent- every 
man is captain of his caftle, and the laws protect 
his property, wife and children. Frenchmen give 
Britons freedom But huzza !---we'll pluck 
Sprigs of Laurel from their Tree of Liberty. 


AIR. Lenox. 


The goddeſs of mountains, blythe, toſyand free; _ 
As the airs that flew round her, had once a fair tree; 
Twas Liberty call'd, and a fav'rite of Jove, f 
And ſweet was the fruit to the bright queen of Love; 
In Albion *twas planted, its branches ſpread wide, 
Of her ſons and her daughters the glory. and pride. 
: Tranquil pleaſures; 
Softeſt meaſures, _ | | 
Then led the dance, and gaye'Btitons to fing, 
Loving, loyal, | 
Good and royal, 
People happy, honour'd their king, 


Out 
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Our ſly gallic neig hbours p'd into our grounds,, 
And Vin would — ſcal'd the white wall that ſurrounds, 


They long'd for our tree, when it's beauties ers | 


known, 
But ming their aim, would have one of their own ; ; 
For this, in poor France, a vile bramble takes root, 
Each leaf is a poniard, and bitter the fruit. 
Pity fleeping,\ * 
Angels weeping, 


Saw the ſavage triumph o'er r men; 1:aU0? 


J uſtice firing, 
All inſpiring! 
Drive the tiger into his den, 


Capt. Well, my lad, I muſt ſay I admire vour 
ſpirit, and am ſorry we can't take you; but un- 
diſciplin'd recruits won't do.— The nature of the 
ſervice we're order'd on, requires pick'd men, 

Len. There's a boat now going off—by heavens 
] will get aboard, nE rit haſtily. 

Capt. By heavens you ſhall not tho —Holloa | 
Stop that fellow—keep him out of the boat. 


Euter SERJEAN T. 


Ser. Sir, bis Royal Higaneſe' 8 aid-du- camp 


wou'd ſpeak with you. | 
Capt. I come.— [Exit Serjeant. 
Something in this young fellow that ſtrikes me ex- 


ceedingly — (looks out) — No—the' boat's gone 


without him, and there he walks melancholy 
away; and intimate with the ſoldiers Might 
perhaps have given me ſome clue to diſcover my 
ſon.— I begin now to deſpair; for if my boy is ſtill 
in any of thoſe regiments, he muſt have chang'd 
his name. | 


YOL, 1, | 3 E Re-enter 


| Reete benen. % e 


ce. Ob, true. SES Wy Ker. 


Enter hae: 


Mary The coming ſpring begins to ks the 
country & lick delightful. Ihe ſweeteſt ſeaſon ap, 
proaching, even the birds join in loye—and my 
love to leave me ö 


. 4 
. . 
Ms 


» Charmin voi | 
ls The d ing marbles! wer art, 


98 Now pours along, 
For love can harmonize the 28 


Bid balmy zephyrs gently be 5 
The liquid notes thro? rielding air. 


Re-enter Capr. Crvizen, 


Capt. Thoſe men loiter along the e 
aut) 
Mary. Oh, your "Makes I hope TY Highneſs 
isn't yet gone over to the ſhip |!——-. 

Capt. Eh! What, my laſs, do you, too, wang 


to go and pull Sprigs of Laurel ? 
No, ſir: but it's about a young man, 3 


ſoldier 
Capt. The devil's in the ſoldiers for bringing 
the women after them. You're a modeſt, pretty 
looking thing you fooliſh jade, what buſineſs 
have you with the young men? Take your ſni- 


velling good-bye on ſhore—no petticoats come 
| | on 


1 Skies Or tata is. 
bn board my ſhip: 1 adviſe you, child, to mo- 


deſty and diſcretion; for your own forwardneſs 


and folly contribute as often to the ruin of in- 


nocence, as the baſe arts of villainous W 
Mary. I believe that gentleman means well; 
but he ſhou'd have known who he was talking to 
and even then, ſweet and welcome is the gentle 
monitor! for what we liſten to with pleaſure, we 
follow with delight: I may chance to. ſee my 
Sinclair again before he goes—I know he'll con- 
quer; and when he returns— Oh! ſuch a gar- 
7 as I't make him Aye, and he ſhall wear 
t TOY, | | 


AIR.— Mary. 


Fra grant chaplets quaintly twining, | 
N = — the . of the fair : 

Ev'ry grace and ſweet combining, 
For the ſoldier's brow prepare. 

Gift of Venus, bluſhing, glowing, 

Let the lovely roſe be ſeen; 

And the Laurel, Mars beſtowing, 

Make the wreath an evergreen. 


Oh, if here isn't Sinelair and my father. 
Enter Ma jon Tactic and SINCLAIR. 


Tac. Zounds! how often will they halt ? 
Sinclair! Why do you run before the rank? 

Sin. Don't you ſee my attraction ?---Oh ! my 
love! (embraces Mary) SA 


Tac. Mary l- Now, girl, wha has bevitched 


you to follow us? 
goo © Site 


” py — 2 
— — — — — — 
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faithful ſoul l don't be angry 


Sin. Mz lovel 
with her. F * 


: 

| 14 

7 % : 7 1 
_ " 


AIR. -Sinclair: 


| Parted from thee, my ev” 72 . 
My only joy, the parting kiſs; _ f 
So. ſweet! and yet ſo ſcant a ſtore, N WG 


I languiſh'd to return for more. 


And art thou come, and doſt thou bring 

The ſource whence thouſand raptures ſpring} 
Oh! let me preſs thoſe lips again, 

Thus parting, ever thus remain. 


4 Oh! I've ſomething to tell you our 


Lenox---he is——(mufic, and ſhouts without) 
| Tac. The men on their march. Get you out 


of their way, child - you'll ſee us at Greenwich. 
( ſhouts without) | [Exit Mary 


Enter Officers, Soldiers, &c. accompanied and fol- 
lowed by a number of people. All croſs, * 
ſhouting, drums, and martial muſic. 


AIR.—Sinclair. 


Sound trumpets! hard taſks to the ſoldier ee 
Midſt dreadful alarms, 
The man to deſtroy who has done him no wrong 
Thus ſounding to arms, 
Hoarſe echo now brawls to the loud double drum, 
With, come to fate come; 
Let. juſtice the ſoldier's bold quarrel ordain, 
Tho' dyed all in blood he's yet free from a Rain, p 
Then the battle not ceaſe, | 
Tis for glory for peace 
[ Exeunt all but Sinclair and Tas. 


Sin, 
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Sin. Oh, fir, I've a dreadful boding of Marys 


buſineſs. 

Tac. Something about Tanks A 
Sin. I ſee it he's been. - baſe and . 
And, for all that he ſeemingly reſigned her, no 
ſoher was my back turned, than he has dared to 
renew his addreſſes. | 

Tac. Plague, of your nonſenſical love and jea- 


— 


louſ y- mind your duty run on and fall into your 
and 


— ( puſbes him ) with their ſweethea 
friends, and ſtuff! I wiſh we had them ſafe 
on board ſome 5 tho in Sinclair's ſuſ- 
picions ! I had a good opinion of Lenox but 


this violent friendſhip of jt our young folks, all 2 2 
iend. | 


feather—give me an old 
Al R—Major Tactic, 


: Midi flaunting ſhrubs in vernal 
: Each finer than his fellow, 
A venerable oak I've ſeen, 
All clad in ſober yellow. 


Whilſt wintry winds could blow around, 
Their leaves all helter-ſkelter, 
Poor birds within his branches n, 
An hoſpitable ſhelter. | 


In life's gay ſpring too oft” we find, 
The buds of ſoft affectio 

Scarce knit, when blown by ov'ry wind; 
In this and that direction. 


Oh, come, thou friend, that can'ſt endure, / 
The ſhocks of rougheſt weather, 
Frank, chearful, hon l and mature, 

; We'll live and die together.. 


[Exit. 


1 


” 


= 5 
—— ä — 
— — 7 
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SCENE m. 


Before Greenwich Hiſpital=View of the Tbume 
A Tender at anchor, aud boats with Soldiers croſſing 


to it. 


| Stream. Chearly my boys, clear the gan etl 


- + eplth their oars. 
. Officers and Soldiers, GS. 


Euter GBoker Srür AMA, attended by Stamen 


there ! here's another boatfull—we'll bring you 


| een er of the red cloth along ſide of the 
r 


enchmen; I hope *twill ſoon be our turn to 
take a ſpell at that work. We have a Prince too 
to lead us on oh dam'me } how I long to pow= 


der their toupees. 


AlR—George Streamer. 


I'm here or there a jolly dog, 

At land or fea, Pm all a-gog, 

To fighy or kiſs or toueh the grog, 
Fon Pm a jovial midſhipman, 
A ſmart young midſhipman, 
A little midſhipman, 

To fight or kiſs or touch the grog, 
Oh Pm a jovial midſhipman. 


My honour's free from ſtain or ſpeck, 

The foremaſt-men are at my beck, 

With pride I walk the quarter-deck, | 
Fox Tm a ſmart young midſhipman, &c. 

I mix the pudding for our meſs, 

In uniform then neatly dreſs; 

The captain aſks, (no need to preſs,) ö 
Come, dine with me, young midſhipman, &c. 


When 


SPRIGS OF 3 
N Royal Ctanzxeg comes 
| yg Navy, al Al. ator r 
. * I ſometimes paſs the n 
Tho' Tm an humble midſhipman, 
A ſmart young midſhipman, 
A little midſhipman,. - 4 
For Royal WIr I was once like me, 
A merry little midſhipman. _ 


Eau nale, Sc. into 28 brat, 


Enter Major Tacrie al Maxy, 


Tar. Lenox in this curſed hiobble an ugly 


job, faith ! 
Mary. Father, won't you make the Dake for- 
give him? 
Tac. I make Dukes forgive People ! what does 
the girl take me for? 
8 


Enter ses LAIR, (greatly agitated.) 


Sin. My beloved Mary, tell me this affair 
that brought you? ay, well, as L was gone, 
r 1 (II. 

Mary. Oh! he i 

Sin. A villain! 

Mary. How ? 2M 

Tac. Be quiet—you wronged? birk i in the love 
bufineſs—egad, poor Lenox has ſomething elſe 
now to think of ! Oh, yes, he'll be ſhot. 

Sin. Who! Sir! Mary, what has he done? 

Mary. Is it poſſible! I had no idea that his life 
was in danger. 

Sin. What's his crime, and where is he now? 

J.. ue. 


— — — —_ 


© | opnies or Lava: 


Tac. He Its flept on his guard, 1 9 now | 
in irons at the 1 eben, TW N "1 


Enter Carr. Cavizen, | 


Capt. Bring him. along, an oblioate .young ; 

re 

' Tac. What's the matter, Sir? 

Cap. A blockhead that I refuſed. to take on 

board, jumps into the river, ſwims over to the 
ſhip; and there he was found hiding behind 
2 'hen-coop. | A brave ante we Ae 

* bim 2 _ | 4 


* Enter Lenox, | in v cuſtody of ſoldiers ond ſailors, 


So, you wou'dn't take my word for it; but now. 
you ſhall give an account of . before his 
highneſs. | 

Sin. Wny, it's Lenox FE 

Lac. One of the guards, Sir. 

Capt. Indeed! koid him in cuſtody! | [Exit, 

Mary. Ah! Sinclair, doesn't ous beit bleed 

for your unhappy. friend? 

Tac. Why, how the devil did you ſhake off 
your irons and eſcape from the Savoy? 

Len. Major, I never was are d with irons, 
or in a jail. 

Tac. Zounds ! Mary, what ſtory's this you've 
been telling us? Oh! I ſee it's all a flam, an 
excuſe far her coming after us 'to Greenwich, 
— taking another parting kiſs with your. ſweet- | 

eart. 

Mary. (criss.) Indeed, father, I don't know 


what you mean ; Lenox now, has got other 
cloathg 
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1 cloaths 8 Im lars 1 füw hin i into 
cuſtody, by the Corporal — Think me ſo - 
artful as to — invent deute oi 0 
compiſ Yon nene | S . : 
I 5. 
Lin. Nay, UE cre don't weep—your | ther 


8 Eu- Corona: da 

Corp. wat, Miſs Mary, to oblige'you, I've 
ordered Lenox to be brought before the Duke 
Dimſelf—oh! yonder they bring him. 

Tac. Why, corporal, you're drink too; 
hire they've brought him already. = 

I drunk'! let me tell you, Major, I eat 

be as ſober on my duty, as any man. 

Tac. Why, did you pull him from behind the 
hen- coop? 

. Hen-coop ! I Hay, I found Lenox on his 
moſt damnably difouiſed: *- 

75 ac. Well, you may find him there, diſguis . 
(pints to Lemos. e | 

Len. You found me drunk ! why, 'corphital 
what's the matter with you?” © 

Corp. (flaring at Lenox.) "Tis Lenox! then 
who the devil have we got prisoner vonder 

Mippertin (withnut. © 

6 Paſt four . — t 


Enter Nirrx REIN, (gbd. 1 


Tac. Why, it's the joking raſcal, that eajol 
me out of the bowl of 85 


Len. Nipperkin! Oh! I fee how this has 
been. 
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M Ib bee jafitee-they: weh h, hae. 


(looks at Lenox.) What, then you have been ding 
ſo and r 


15 be Ar in 9 coat. 


— Cave; Caviten | 


Ni wren talks apart to the Soldiers. 85 


 Capr: (to Lenox.) Young man, I've laid your 
caſe before his Royal Highneſs tho your guit- 
AZ your poſt was a crime, that d ho' your gui 
= _ diſcipline, 2 ſevere puniſhment, yet in 
tion of your motive, a brilliant exam- 
— of noble ardour for your honor, he 
not only pardons yon, but from your high cha- 
racter as an excellent ſoldier, lune you with 
this purſe. 

Nip. A purſe for —— ſwimming to—by the 
lord, once ſwam from Chelfea-reach to Batter- 
| fea-bridge—give me 

Capt. Ni hy. who. made a ſoldier 
5 here, my Id! (Mering the pure 40 Ler 
nox 

Nip. A ben bop 1 0 finuggle myſelf into a 
fight I'd bide behind a mouſe-trap. 

Len. I bumbly thank bis Hi ghnel—purdon 
is the utmoſt grace 1 could hope Gor; my friend 
(zo Sinclair) you have never diſobeyed orders 
a more finiſhed ſoldier, on the eve of being mar- 
ried too and the Duke's bounty will be applied 
to a better purpoſe in contributing additional 

comforts to an amiable woman. (gives the purſe 
to Sinclair. 

Nip. They won't lets be generous—nobody 


| — give ms purſes 0 girs amay.c poor m- 


Len, Sir, if I am only ſoffered but te go with 
the Duke, ſome future event may offer an oc- 
eaſion, really to wo myſelf, — merit 
1 f which 1 am now. ns.” 


Capt. A liberal minded fellow, bam! 0. my 
| laſs, this is your ſoldier 1addie! | 
the mo beautiful adh bat deres . =; 


Choice. - 
Sin. Humble, jodeed! mk ive reaſon to be | 


the ME Lenox, and the 

ove of 

Nip. Ob lend me a guines, and I'll tell 
you a ſecret, 

Capi. You drunken ſcoundrel, I'll break your 


head. 

Ni ) This boy ; generolity has fo 
we IT my heart, 3 1 can't bear 
he ſhould longer remain in obſcure wretchedneſs 
—hearky {to Lenex.) down on your Enees to 
the codger. (points to the Captain.) 

Len. What do you mean; | 

| Nip. Oh! what is this world come to! Lhid « 
ſon aſk his father's bleſſing, and he ſays-holloa ! 
death and ouns, what do you mean? 

Capt. Son! this 

Len. How4 +» 

Nip. I tell you, that's the boy 1 in the baſket, 
the child of charity, the prentice to—Mr. Dal- 
rumple, the fiddle caſe maker; the private ſol- 
dier, that for glory prefers a French bullet to an 
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Len. Sir, my birth bas been ae e 
| is it thus explained? 5 


* Cape... It muſt be the deſerted on :- 
.- Nip. Of an abandoned father. 


1 Capt. Nipperkin, you're big privileged— 
The ſervice: you've, rendered me by this diſco- 
very—my boy a brave ſoldier mu e a 


good officer. * e 


Len. Sir, my higheſt amkitian.ia now to join 
in gloriqus enterprige as a private, for if I am to 


be honoured with promotion PII firſt, with 
| heart and hand, ere to deſerve it. FE 


WT | 
* a 4 1 
f r. 
* - 1 . 
: A : * 
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Till to your cliffs we turn our face, 
Old England be a merry place ; 
To pipe and fiddle, jig a- pace, 
* Bd hilſt we take hence our 3 b 


But when we finiſh the campaign, 


With wooden leg, or golden chain, 


We'll march, or hop to you again, yy 


o £6: FPS ſing, our Wan. 


CHORUS: 
Till to your cliffs, &c, 


Mary, 


Ye warriors, from my ſoldier fly, 
The lightnings flaſh his beaming eye; 
Beneath his conqu'ring ſword ye die, 

If to the fight ye dare him. 


When 


— — — — 


— — 


— 
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2 my love to battle g [ Sr. 
Your foot upon the vanquiſhed fo 9 
Your arm raiſed high; to give the blow, 
For his love ſweetheart, ſpare him. 
Till to your cliffs, &. 


1 ö Nt | kin Fees we 
per = | * — 


1 


I'm given much to Knock and kill, 


This war was made againſt my will ;. 
Some like to fight, but PI fit ſtill, 
And talk in Coffee houſes? 
Vet if I took it in my head. 
By cutting throats to get my bread, 
In moſt newſpapers might be read, 
My mighty kicks and douces. 

8 Till to your cliffs, . 
5 | Lenox. | 
But grateful hearts we hence muſt bear, 
For all thoſe noble Britiſh Fair, 


Who take into their gen'rous care, 
Dear pledges left behind us. 


You to protect, the pow'rful charm, 
That fires the ſoul and nerves the arm, | | 
Whilſt patriot zeal our boſoms warm, 7 
Such duties ever bind us, 
Till to your cliffs, K. ; 


Major Tuctic. 
We go brave lads at honour's call, &t 
To check the proud, the ruthleſs Gaul, 


Let Britain's thunder now appall, 
And bid him think on Creſſy. 


/ George Streamer. 


I'll. weigh for Holland, with a cheer, | 
And when Pve help'd my friend Mynheer, 
P11 round for benny Plymouth ſteer, | + 
And kiſs Poll, Sall, and Beſſy. 
Till to your cliffs, &c. 7. 
8 19. 


| 7 „ 
SPRIGS' OF LAUREL? | 
lf „ Enjign. N 

d 4 
j ve Wolfs and Elliot all repair 

| Great Britain's ſtandard, lo! I bear 3 
. My colours flapping in the air, 
His Majel ge ot 
| 5 
8 | ad. Enfon. 9 8 888 
| j And, ladies, do not think I jeſt, 


My courage when put to the teſt, 


For your dear fakes PII fight my beſt, 


I will, WT my honor. | 
CHORUS. | 


Till to your cliffs we turn bur face, 
Old England be a merry place; 
To pipe and fiddle, jig:a-pace, 
Whilſt we take hence our drumming. | 


FINS. 
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END OF THE FIRST VOLUME. 
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